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TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


Granville Leveſon Gower, 


Earl Gower, Lord Chamberlain of his 
Majeſty's Houſhold. 


My Loxd; 


PA HE following little Comedy, found- 

ed on a ſtory of M. Marmontelle's, 

| ahd calculated to expoſe the frivo- 
lity and ignorance of the pretenders to learn- 


ing, with the inſolence and vanity of their 
ſu 


perficial, illiberal protectors, can be ad- 
dreſſed to no Nobleman with more propri- 
ety than to Lord Gower ; whoſe judgment, 
though elegant, is void of affeRation ; and 
whoſe patronage, though powerful, is deſ- 
titute of all faſtidious parade. It is with 
pleaſure, my Lord, that the public ſees your 
Lordſhip placed at the head of that depart- 
ment which is to decide, without appeal, 

| Aa on 


on the moſt popular domain in the whole 
republic of letters; a ſpot that has always 
been diftinguiſhed with affection, and cul- 
tivated with care, by every ruler the leaſt 
attentive to either chaſtifng the morals, 
poliſhing the manners, or, what is of equal 
importance, rationally amuſing the leiſure 
of the people. 


The Patron, my Lord, who now begy 
your protection, has had the good fortune 
to be well received by the public; and in- 
deed, of all the pieces that I have had the 
honour to offer them, this ſeems to me to 
have the faireſt claim to their favour. 


But the play, ſtripped of thoſe theatrical 
ornaments for which it is indebted to your 
Lordſhip's indulgence, muſt now plead its 
own cauſe ; nor will I, my Lord, with an 
affected humility, echo the trite, coarſe, 
though claſſical compliment, of Optimus 
patronus peſſimus poeta : For if this be really 
true of the laſt, the firſt can have but ſmall 
Pretenſions to praiſe ; patronizing bad poets 
being, in my poor opinion, full as perni- 
cious to the progreſs of letters, as — 
the good. 


In 


DEDICATION. v 


In humble hopes, then, my Lord, of not 
being thought the meaneſt in the muſes 
train, I have taken the liberty to prefix your 
name to this Dedication, and publickly to ac- 
knowlege my obligations to your Lordſhip ; 
which, let me boaſt too, I have had the hap- 
pineſs to receive, untainted by the inſolence 
of domeſtics, the delays of office, or the 
chilling ſuperiority of rank; mortifications 
which have been too often experienced by 
much greater writers than myſelf, from much 
leſs men than your Lordſhip. 


My Lord, I have the honour to be, with 
the greateſt reſpect and gratitude, 


Your Lordſhip's moſt oblig'd, 


and moſt devoted, 


humble ſervant, 


* 
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THE 


PAT RO N. 


A C T I. 


Scene the Street. 


Enter BeveR and YOUNGER, 


YOUNGER. 


O, Dick, you muſt pardon me. 
B EVER. 
Nay, but to ſatisfy your curioſity. 


YOUNGER. 


I tell you, I have not a jot. 
BEVER. 


YOUNGER, 
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| YOUNGER. 
At rather too great an expenot. 
BEVER. 


To a fellow of your 'obſervation and turn, 


J ſhould think, now, ſuch a ſcene a molt 
delicate treat. 


YOUNGER. 


Delicate ! Palling, nauſeous, to a dread- 
ful degree. To a lover, indetd, the charths 
of the niece may palliate the uncle's ful- 
ſome formality. 

B E VE R. 


— 


The uncle! aye, but then you know he 


1s only one of the group. 


YOUNGER. | 
That's true; but the figures are all finiſh'd 


alike. A maniere, a tireſome ſameneſs 
throughout. 
BEVER. 


There you will excuſe me; I am ſure there 

is no want of variety. 
YOUNGER. | 
No! then let us have a detail, Come, 
Dick, give us a bill of the play. 
= BEVER. 
Firſt, you know, there's Juliet's uncle, 
YOUNGER. 


What, Sir Thomas Lofty! the modern 


Midas, or rather (as fifty dedications will 
tell 
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tell you) the Pollio, the Atticus, the pa- 
tron of genius, the protector of arts, the 
aragon of poets, decider on merit, chief 
juſtice of taſte, and ſworn * to 
Apollo and the tuneful nine. Ha, ha! Oh, 
the tedious, inſipid, inſufferable coxcombl 


BEVER. | 
Nay, now, Frank, you are too extrava- 
gant. He is univerſally allowd to have 
taſte; ſharp-judging Adriel, the muſe's 
friend, himſelf a mule, 


YOUNGER. 


Taſte! by who? underling bards, that 
he 2 —_— 9 ellers, that he 
bribes. E, ic „ Wat raptures 
eaſe when Miſs Lofty is your 2 
ut expect no quarter the reſt of the 
family. I tell thee once for all, Lofty is 
a a rank impoſtor, the bufo of an illiberal mer- 
cenary tribe; he has neither genius to cre- 
ate, judgment to diſtinguiſh, nor generoſity 
to reward; his wealth has gain'd him flat- 
tery from the indigent, and the haughty 
inſolence of his pretence, admiration | 24h 
the ignorant. Voild le portrait de votre 
oncle. Now on to the net. 


BEVER. | 
The ingenious and erudite Mr, Ruſt, 


YOUNGER, 
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YOUNGER. 
What, old Martin, the medal-monger? 


BEVER. 
The fame, and my rival in Juliet. 


YOUNGER. 


Rival! what, Ruſt? why, ſhe's too mo- 
dern for. him by a couple of centuries. 
Martin ! why he likes no heads but upon 
Coins. N the mummy! Why tis 

not above a fortnight ago, that I ſaw him 
making love to. the figure without a noſe, in 
Somerſet-Gardens : I caught him ſtroaking 
the marble plaits of her gowh, and aſked 
him if he was not aſhamed to take ſuch li- 
berties with Ladies in public? 

BEVER. 
What an inconſtant old ſcoundrel it is. 


YOUNGER. 


Oh, a Dorimant. But how came this 
about? what could occaſion the change? 
was it in the power of fleſh and blood to ſe- 
duce this adorer of virtu from his marble and 


? N 
porphyry BEVER. 


Juliet has done it; and, what will ſur- 
— you, his taſte was a bawd to the bu- 


f YOUNGER. 
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YOUNGER, 
Prythee explain. 
BEVER. 
Juliet met him laſt week at her un- 
cles: he was a little pleaſed with the 
Greek of her profile ; but, on a cloſer en- 


quiry, he found the turn-up of her noſe too 
exactly reſemble the buſt of the Princeſs 


Popza. 
YOUNGER. 
The chafte moiety of the amiable Nero. 
BEVER., 
The ſame, 
YOUNGER. 
Oh, the deuce! then your buſineſs was 
done in an inſtant. 
BEVER. 
Immediately. In favour of the tip, he 
offered _ blanche for un 20 of the 
figure, which, (as you may ſuppoſe,) was in- 
==> — 
YOUNGER. 
Doubtleſs. But who have we here ? 


BEVER. 
This is one of Lofty's companions, a 
Weſt-Indian of an over-grown fortune. He 
faves me the trouble of a porttait, This is 
Sir Peter Pepperpot. 
Enter 
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Enter Sir PRTER PePPERPOT, and tuo 
Blacks. 


Sir PE T E. R. 

Careleſs ſcoundrels! harkee, raſcals! I'll 
baniſh you home, you dogs! you ſhall 
back, and broil in the ſun. Mr. Bever, 
your humble; Sir, I am your entirely de- 


BEVER. 


You ſeem mov'd ; what has been the mat- 
ter, Sir Peter ? 


Sir PETER. 
! why I am invited to dinner on 
a — 1 
battle of chian. 


the villains have forgot my 


YOUNGER, 


Unpardonable. 


Sir PETER. 
A „ this coun has 'd them ; this 
a Ghriflening * ou the colonies. --- 


Well, dear ws, rare roy boy; our fleet 
is arriv d * the Weſt. 


BEVER. 


It is? 
Sir PETER, 


Aye, -lad, and 2 glorious cargo of turtle. 
It was tucky I went to Brighthelmſtone ; 
nick d the time to a hair; thin as a lath, 
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and a ſtomach as ſharp as a ſhark's : Never 
was in finer condition for feeding. 


BEVER. 
Have you a large importation, Sir Peter ? 
Sir PETER. 


Nine ; but ſeven in excellent order : The 
Captain aſſures me they greatly gain'd ground 
on the voyage. 

BEVER. 
How do you diſpoſe of them ? 


Sir PETER. 


Four to Cornhill, three to Almack's, and 


the two ſickly ones I ſhall ſend to my borough 
in Yorkſhire. 


YOUNGER. 


| Aye, what, have the Proviacials a reliſh 
for turtle ? 
Sir PETER. 


Sir, it is amazing how this country 
improves in turtle and turnpikes; to 
which (give me leave to ſay,) we, from 
our part of the world, have not a little 
contributed. Why formerly, Sir, a brace 
of bucks, on the Mayor's annual day, was 
thought a pretty moderate bleſſing. But 
we, Sir, have poliſh'd their palates : Why, 
Sir, not the meaneſt member of my Cor- 
poration but can diſtinguiſh the paſh from 
the pee. | 


YOUNGER. 
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YOUNGER. 
Indeed ! | 
Sir PETER. 


Aye, and ſever the green from the ſhell, 
with the ſkill of the ableſt anatomiſt. 


YOUNGER. 
And are they fond of it ? 
Sir PETER. | 
Oh, that the conſumption will tell 
you. The ſtated allowance is fix pounds 


to an Alderman, and five to each their 
wives. | 


BEVER. 
A plentiful proviſion. 
Sir PETER. 
But there was never known any waſte : 
The Mayor, Recorder, and Rector, are per- 
mitted to cat as much as they pleaſe. 


YOUNGER. 

The entertainment is pretty expenſive. 

Sir PETER. 
Land-carriage, and all. But I contriv'd 

to ſmuggle the laſt that I ſent them. 
BEVER. 

Smuggle ! I don't underſtand you. 

Sir PETER. 


Why, Sir, the raſcally Coachman had - 
always me five pounds for the car- 
riage. Damn'd dear! Now my Cook go- 
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ing at the ſame time into the country, I made 
him clap a capuchin upon the turtle, and for 
thirty ſhillings put him an inſide paſſenger in 
the Doncaſter Fly. 

YOUNGER. 


A happy expedient. 


BEVER. 
Oh, Sir Peter has infinite humour. 


; Sr PETER, 
Yes, but the frolick had like to have 
prov'd fatal. 


How ſo? 


YOUNGER. 


Sir PETER. 


The maid at the Rummer, at Hatfield, 
popp'd her head into the coach, to know if 
the company would have any breakfaſt : ' 
Ecod, the turtle, Sir, laid hold of her noſe, 
and flapp'd her face with his fins, till the poor 
devil fell into a fit. Ha, ha, ha! | 
YOUNGER. 

Oh, an abſolute Rabelais. 

BEVER. 

What, I reckon, Sir Peter, you are goin 

to the Square ? — 


Sir PETER. | 
Yes; I extremely admire Sir Thomas: 
You know this is his day of aſſembly; I 
| | ſuppoſe 
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ſuppoſe you will be there: I can tell you, 
you are a wonderful favourite, 


BEVER. 
Am I? 
Sir PETER. 
He fays, your natural genius is fine z and 


when poliſh'd by his cultivation, will ſurprize 
and aſtoniſh the world. 


BEVER. 
I hogs, Sir, I ſhall have your voice with 


the public. 
Sir PETER. 


Mine! O fye, Mr. Bever. 
B EVER. 
Come, come, you are no inconſiderable 


Patron. 
Sir PETER. 
He, he, he! Can't ſay but I love to en- 
courage the Arts. : 
BEVER. 


POT REED"...  -.._NEPCOIY 
YOUNGER. 
What, is Sir Peter an Author ? 
Sic PETER. 
O fye! what me? a mere dabbler ; 
have blotted my fingers, tis true. Some 


ſonnets, that have not been thought wanting | 
in ſalt. 


B EVE AX. 
And your epigrams. 


Sir 


THE PATRON. 11 


Sir PETER. 

Not entirely without point. 

BEVER. 

But come, Sir Peter, the love of the arts 
is not the ſole cauſe of your viſits to the houſe 
you are going to. 

Sir PETER, 

I don't underſtand you. 


BEVER. 
Miſs Juliet, the niece. 


Sir PETER. 

O fye! what chance have I there? In- 
deed if Lady Pepperpot ſhould happen to 
pop off — 

BEVER. 


I don't know that. You are, Sir Peter, 
a dangerous man ; and were I a father, or 


uncle, I ſhould not be a little ſhy of your 
viſits. | 


Sir PETER. 
Pſha ! dear Bever, you banter. 
| BEVER. 
And (unleſs I am extremely out in my 
gueſs,) that Lady — 
Sir PETER. 
Hey ! what, what, dear Bever ? 
BEVER. 


But if you ſhould betray me — 
| B Sir 
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Sir PETER. 
May I never eat a bit of green fat, if 1 
5 BEVER. 
Hints have been dropp'd. 
sir PETER, 
The devil! come a little this way. 
BEVER. 


Well made; not robuſt and gigantic, tis 
true, but extremely genteel. 


Sir PETER, 
Indeed ! | 
BEVER. | 
Features, not entirely regular ; but mark- 
ing, with an air now, ſuperior; greatly above 
the — you underſtand me ? 
| Sir PETER. 


Perfectly. Something noble; « refſive 
of — faſhion. * f 


Right. 
Sir PETER. | 
Yes, I have been frequently told fo. 
BEVER. 

Not an abſolute wit ; but ſomething in- 

finitely better: An enjouement, a ſpirit, a -- 
Sir PETER. 

Gaiety. I was ever fo from a child. 


BEVER. 


B EVE R. 


| BEVER; 
In ſhort, your dreſs, addreſs, with a thou- 


fand other particulars that at preſent I can't 
recollect. 


rn | 

Why, dear Bever, to tell thee the truth, 
I have always ' admir'd Miſs Juliet, and a 
delicate creature ſhe is: Sweet as a ſugar- 
cane, ſtrait as a bamboo, and her teeth as 
white as a negro's. 

BEVER. 

Poetic, but true. Now only conceive, Sir 
Peter, ſuch a plantation of perfections to be 
devoured by that caterpillar, Ruſt. 

n 

A liquori re pine - apples 
ſuch — * = he ? ru fend. him a 
jar of citrons and ginger, and poiſon the 
pipkin. 

BEVER. 


No, no. 
Sir PETER; 

Or invite him to dinner, and mix rat's- 

bane along with his curry. | 
BEVER. 

Not ſo precipitate ; I think we may defeat 

him without any danger. 
| Sir PETER. 

How, how? 


B 2 BRVER. 
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BEVER. | 


I have a thought---but we muſt ſettle the 
plan with the Lady. Could not you give her 
the hint, that I ſhould be glad to ſee her a 


moment. 
Sir PETER. 


TH do it directly. 
BE VER. 
But don't let Sir Thomas perceive you. 
Sir PETER. 
Never fear. You'll follow. 


BEVER. 

The inſtant I have ſettled matters with 
her; but fix the old fellow fo that ſhe may 
not be miſs d. 

| Sir PETER. 

I'll nail him, I warrant ; I have his opi- 
nion to beg on this manuſcript. 

BEVER. 

Your own ? 


Sir PETER. 
No. 
BEVER. 4 
Oh ho! what ſomething new from the 
Doctor, your Chaplain ? 


Sir PETER. 
He! no, no. O Lord, he's elop'd. 


BEVER. 
How |! 


Sir 
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Sir PETER. 

Gone. You know he was to dedicate 
his volume of fables to me: So I gave him 
thirty pounds to get my arms engrav'd, to 
prefix (by way of print) to the frontiſpiece ; 
and, O grief of griefs! the Doctor has 
mov d 1 with the money. I Il ſend you 
Miſs Juliet. [ Ext. 

BEVER 

There, now, is a ſpecial protector; the 
arts, I think, can't but flouriſh under ſuch a 
Mecznas. 

YOUNGER. 
Heaven viſits with a taſte the wealthy 
fool. | 
B EVE R. 
True; but then to juſtify the diſpen- 
ſation, 
From hence the poor are cloath'd, the hungry fed, 
Fortunes to Bookſellers, to Authors bread. 


YOUNGER. 
The diſtribution is, I own, a little un- 
equal : And here comes a moſt melancholy 


inſtance ; r Dick Dactyl, and his Pub- 
liſher, puff wy N | 


B 3 Enter 
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Enter DACTYL and PUFF, 


PUFF. 

Why, then, Mr. Dactyl, them to 
ſomebody elſe; there wag Me he gh in 
the trade ; but I wonder you would meddle 
with poetry ; you know it rarely pays for 
the paper. 

DACTYL, 


And how can one help it, Mr. Puff ? 
Genius impels ; and when a man is once 
liſted in the ſervice of the Muſes --- 

PUFF. 

Why, let him give them warning as 
ſoon as he can. A pretty ſort of ſervice, 
indeed ! where there are neither wages, nor 
vails. The Muſes! And what, I ſuppoſe 
this is the livery they give. Gadzooks, I 
had rather be a Waiter at Ranelagh. 


BEVER. 
The Poet and Publiſher at variance ! 
What is the matter, Mr. DaQyl ? | 


DACTYL. 

As Gad ſhall judge me, Mr. Bever, as 
pretty a poem, and ſo polite; not a mortal 
can take any offence ; all full of panegyric 
and praiſe. 
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PUFF. 


A fine character he gives of his works. 
No offence ! the greateſt in the world, Mr. 
Dactyl. Panegyric and praiſe | and what 
will that do with the publick ? why who the 
devil will give money to be told, that Mr. 
Such-a-one is a wiſer or better man than 
himſelf? No, no; tis quite and clean out of 
nature. A 2 ſouſing ſatire now, well 
powdered with perſonal pepper, and ſeaſoned 
with the ſpirit of party ; that demoliſhes a 
conſpicuous character, and ſinks him below 
our own level; there, there, we are pleaſed ; 
there we chuckle; and prin, and toſs the half- 


crowns on the counter. 


DACTYL. 
Yes, and ſo get cropp'd for a libel. 


PUFF. 


Cropp'd! aye, and the luckieſt thing that 
can happen to you. Why, I would not 
give two-pence for an Author that is afraid 
of his ears. Writing, writing is, (as I may 
ſay,) Mr. Dactyl, a fort of a warfare, 
where none can be victor that is the leaſt 
afraid of a ſcar. Why, zooks, Sir, I never 
got ſalt to my porridge till I mounted at the 
Royal Exchange. 


B 4 B EVE R. 
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BEVER. 

Indeed 
| PUFF.” 

No, no; that was the making of me. 
Then my name made a noiſe in the world. 
Talk of forked hills, and of Helicon ! ro- 
mantic, and fabulous ſtuff. The true Caſ- 
talian ſtream is a ſhower of eggs, and a pil- 
lory the Poet's Parnaſſus. 


DACTYL. 

Aye, to you, indeed, it may anſwer ; but 

what do we get for our pains ? 
" PUFF, 

Why, what the deuce would you get? 
food, fire, and fame. Why, you would 
not grow fat! a corpulent Poet is a mon- 
ſter, a prodigy! No, no; ſpare diet is a 
ſpur to the fancy ; high feeding would but 
founder your Pegaſus. 


DACTYL. 
Why, you impudent, illiterate raſcal ! 
who is it you dare treat in this manner ? 


PUFF.- 
Heyday ! what is the matter now ? 


DACTYL. 
And is this the W for all the obliga- 
tions you owe me? But no matter; the 


world, 
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world, the world ſhall know what you are, 
and how you have us'd me. 


PUFF. 
Do your worſt ; I deſpiſe you. 


DACTT L 


They ſhall be told from what a dunghill 
you ſprang. Gentlemen, if there be faith 


in a ſinner, that fellow owes every ſhilling to 
me. 


To thee ! 


PUFF. 


DACTYL. . 

Ay, Sirrah, to me. In what kind of 
way did I find you? then where and what 
was your ſtate? Gentlemen, his ſhop was 
a ſhed in Moorfields; his kitchen, a broken 


pipkin of charcoal ; and his bed-chamber, 
under the counter. 


PUFF. 


I never was fond of expence; I ever minded 
my trade. 
DACTYL. 


Your trade! and pray with what ſtock 
did you trade? I can give you the cata- 
logue; I believe it won't overburthen my 
memory. Two odd volumes of Swift; the 
Life of Moll Flanders, with cuts; the Five 


Senſes, printed and coloured by Overton ; 
a few 
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a few claſſics, thumb'd and blotted by the 
boys of the Charter-houſe; with the trial of 
Dr. Sacheverel. 


PUFF. 
Malice. 
DACTYL. 
Then, Sirrah, I gave you my Canning : 
; PUFF. 
A grub. 
DACTYL. 


And it is not only my writings: You 
know, Sirrah, what you owe to my phy- 


ſick. 
BEVER. 
How ! a phyſician ? 


DACTYL. 


Yes, Mr. Bever; phyſick and poetry. 
Apollo is the . Opiferque per 
orbem dicor. | 

PUFF. 


DACTYL. 

My phyſick! ay, my phyſick: Why, dare 
you deny it, you raſcal! What, have you 
forgot my powders for flatulent crudities? 


PUFF. 


No. 
D A C- 


THE PATRON. 21 


DACTYL. 
"wy coſmetic lozenge, and ſugar plumbs ? 
UF F. 
No. 
DAC TVI. 


My NEAT" for cutting of teeth, my potions, 
my lotions, my pregnancy-drops, with my 
paſte for ſuperfluous hairs ? | 

PUFF. 
No, no; have you done? 
DACTYL. 

No, no, no; but I believe this will ſuffice 

for the —_— 


PUFF. 


Now would not any mortal believe that 
I ow'd my all to this fellow ? 


BEVER. 


Why, indeed, Mr. Puff, the balance does 
ſeem in his favour. 


PUFF. 


In his favour l why you don't give any 
credit to him: A reptile, a bug, that owes 
his very being to me. 


DACTYL. 
I, I, I! 


PUFF. 
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furniſh'd paragraphs for the Farthing-poſt at 


twelve-pence a dozen. 


DACTYL. 
Fiction. 1 
I PUFF. 
Then did not I get 


made collector 


of caſualties to the Whitehall and St. 


James's? but that poſt your lazineſs loſt 

Gentlemen, he never brought them 
a robbery till the highwayman was going 
to be hang'd; a birth till the chriſtening 


was over; nor a death till the hatchment 
was up. 


. 
Mighty well! 
PUFF, | 
And now, becauſe the fellow has got a 
little in fleſh, by being puff to the play- 
houſe this winter, (to which, by the bye, 
I got him appointed) he is as proud and as 
vain as Voltaire. But I ſhall ſoon have him 
. under; the vacation will come. 
| DACTYL. 
Let it. 
PUFF. 
Then 1 ſhall have him ſneaking and 
ringing, hanging about me, and begging a 
bit of tranſlation. 


DB A C- 


THE PATRON. 23 


i DACTYL. 
I beg, I, for tranſlation ! 


PUFF. 
No, no, not a line; not if you would 
do it for two-pence a ſheet. No boil'd 
beef and carrot at mornings; no more cold 
pudding and porter. You may take your 
leave of my ſhop. 

DACTYL. 

Your ſhop! then at parting I will leave you 

a legacy, | 


BEVER. 
O fye, Mr. Dactyl! 


PUFF. 
Let him alone. 
| _ wACTYL 
Pray, Gentlemen, let me do myſelf 
juſtice. 
BEVER. 
Younger, reſtrain the Publiſher's fire. 


YOUNGER. 

Fie, Gentlemen, ſuch an illiberal com- 
bat: it is a ſcandal to the republic of 
letters. 

| BEVER. 


Mr. Dactyl, an old man, a mechanic, 
deneath — 
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DACTYL. 

Sir, I am calm; that thought has reſtor d 
me. To your inſignificancy you are in- 
debted for ſafety. But what my generoſity 
has ſaved, my pen ſhall deſtroy. 

PUFF. 


Then you muſt get ſomebody to mend it. 
3 
Adieu! 
PUFF. 
Farewell! [ Exeunt ſeverally. 
BEVER. 


Ha, ha, ha! come, let us along to the 
Square. 


Blockheads with reaſon wicked wits abhor, 
But dunce with dunce is barb'rous civil war. 


Exp of the FIRST ACT, 


ACT 
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CILICICICICICIS 
ACT II. Scene continues. 


Enter BeveR and YOUNGER. 


YOUNGER. 


poor Dactyl! and dwells ſuch mighty 
rage in little men? I hope there is no 
danger of bloodſhed. 


BE VRR. | 
Oh, not in the leaſt: The gens vatum, 
the nation of poets, though an irritable, 
are yet a placable people. Their mutual 
intereſts will ſoon bring them together 
* 


YOUNGER. 
But ſhall not we be late? The critical 
ſenate is by this time aſſembled. 
| BEVER. 


I warrant you, frequent and full; where 


Stately Bufo, puff*d by ev'ry quill, 
Sits like Apollo, on his forked hill. 


But 
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But you know I muſt wait for Miſs Lofty; 
T am now totally directed by her; ſhe 

gives me the key to all Sir Thomas's foi- 
bes, and preſcri cribes the moſt proper me- 
thod to feed them; but what good purpoſe 
that will produce— 

YOUNGER. 
Is ſhe clever, adroit? 


BEVER. 


Doubtleſs. I like your aſking the queſ- 
tion of me. 


YOUNGER. 

Then pay an implicit obedience: The 
Ladies, in theſe caſes, generally know what 
they are about. The door opens. 


BEVER. = 

It is Juliet, and with her old Ruſt. En- 
ter, Frank: You. know the Knight, ſo no 
introduction is wanted. [Exit Younger. ] 
I ſhould be glad to hear this reverend piece 
of lumber make love; the courtſhip muſt 
certainly be curious. Good manners ſtand 
by; by your leave I will liſten a little, 
[Bever retires. ] 


Enter JoLieET and RusT. 


JULIET. 
And your colleRion is large ? 


THE PATRON. 27 


5 
Moſt curious and capital. When, Ma- 
dam, will you give me leave to add yaur 
to my catalogue ? 


19% JULIET. 
O dear! Mr. Ruſt, I ſhall but diſgrace 
it. Beſides, Sir, when I marry, I am re- 
ſolved to have my huſband all to myſelf: 
Now for the poſſeſſion of your heart I ſhall 
have too many competitors. 


RUST. 
How, Madam! were Prometheus alive, 
and would animate the Helen that ſtands in 
my hall, ſhe ſhould not coſt me a ſigh. 


JULIET. 

Aye, Sir, there lies my greateſt misfor- 
tune. Had I only thoſe who are alive to 
contend with, by affiduity, affection, cares, 
and carefſes, I might ſecure my conqueſt ; 
though that would be difficult; for I am 
convinc'd, were you, Mr. Ruſt, put up by 
Preſtage to auction, the Apollo Belvidere 
would not draw a greater number of bid- 
ders. 


: RUST. 

Would that were the caſe, Madam, fo 1 
might be thought a proper companion to 
the Venus de Medicis. 

C J- 
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JULIET. 

The flower of rhetoric, and pink of po- 
liteneſs. But my fears are not confined to 
the living; for every nation and age, even 
nters and ſtatuaries, conſpire againſt me. 
Ne „ when the pantheon itſelf, the very 
_—_ riſe up as my rivals, what chance 


a mortal like me ?——[ ſhall certainly 
laugh in his face. [4/de.] 


RUST. 

She is a delicate ſubject. —— Goddeſſes, 
Madam! zooks, had you been on Mount 
Ida when Paris decided the © conteſt, the 
Cyprian queen had. pleaded for the pippin 
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in vain. ' 
JULIET. 
Extravagant gallantry. 
RUST. 


In you, Madam, are concenter'd all the 
beauties of the Heathen mythology: The 
open front of Diana, the luſtre of Pallas's 


ENS —_ 
Oh, Sir! 


JULIET. 


RUST. 
The chromatic muſick of Clio, the 
blooming graces of Hebe, the 


port of queen Juno, with the delicate dim- 
ples af Venus. 


J v= 
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JULIET. - 

1 ſee, Sir, antiquity has not engrofs'd all 
your attention: You are no novice in the 
nature of woman. Incenſe, I own, is grate- 
ful to moſt of my ſex ; but there are times 
when adoration may be diſpens d with. 

RUST. 

Mz'am ! 

i JULIET. 

I fay, Sir, when we women willingly 
wave our rank in the ſkies, and wiſh to be 
treated as mortals. 

WP _ RUST. 

Doubtleſs, Madam: And ate you want- 
ing in materials for _— 2 a9 
in digni ſurpaſs en divini- 
CET Is Eo 
beggar the queens of the earth. The whole 


world, at different periods, has contributed 
its ſeveral beauties to form you. 


. JULIET. 
The deuce it has! [4/ide.] 
; RUST. 

See there the ripe Aſiatic perfection, 
join d to the delicate ſoftneſs of Europe. In 
you, Madam, I burn to poſſeſs Cleopatra's 
alluring glances, the Greek profile of queen 
Clyremneſtra, the Roman noſe of the em- 
preſs Popæa. . . 
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JULIET. 


With the majeſtic march of queen Beſs. 


Mercy on me, what a wonderful creature 
am II 


RUST. 


In ſhort, Madam, not a feature you have, 


but recalls to my mind ſome trait in a me- 
dal or buſt. 
JULIET. 


„ roy by your account, I muſt 

an abſolute olio, a perfect ſalamongund 

of charms. * 
RUST. 


Oh, Madam, how can you demean, as 
I may fay, undervalue— 7 
| JULIET. 
Value! there is the thing; and to tell 
the truth, Mr. Ruſt, in that word ya- 
os lies my greateſt objection. 
RUST. 
I don't underſtand you. 
JULIET, 

Why then I will explain myſelf. It has 
been Gid, and I believe with — ſhadow 
of truth, that no man is a hero to his va- 
let de chambre; now I am afraid when 
you and 1 grow a little more intimate, 
which I ſuppoſe muſt be the caſe if you 
proceed on your plan, you will be REO 
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diſappointed in your high expectations, and 

ſoon diſcover this Juno, this Cleopatra, and 

princeſs Popza, to be as arrant a mortal as 

madam your mother. 

| St RUST. 

Madam, I, I, I— 
JULIET. 

Your patience a moment. Being there- 
fore defirous to preſerve your devotion, I 
beg, for the future, you would pleaſe to 
adore at a diſtance. | 
RUST. 


To Endymion, Madam, Luna once liſt- 
ened. | 


JULIET. 7 TRE 

Aye, but he was another kind of a mor- 

tal ; you may do very well as a votary ; but 
for a huſband --- mercy upon me 


| RUST. 
Madam, you are not in earneſt, not ſe- 
rious | 
JULIET. 
Not ſerious! Why have you the impu- 
dence to think of marrying a goddeſs ? | 
| RUST. 
I ſhould hope— 
JULIET. 
And what ſhould you h 
your devotion —_—_ 
3 


? I find 
the world : 
When 
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When the power of ſinning is over, and the 
ſprightly firſt-runnings of life are rack d off, 
ou ofter the vapid dregs to your deity. 
No, no; you may, if you pleaſe, tum 
monk in my ſervice. One vow, I believe, 
you will obſerve better than moſt of them, 
Chaſtity. 


| RUST. 

Permit me 

JULIET. 3 
Or, if you muſt marry, take your Julia, 
your Portia, or Flora, your Fum-fam from 
China, or your Egyptian Ofiris. Lou have 
long paid your addreſſes to them. 
RUST. 
Marry ! what, marble ? | 
JULIET. 6 

The propereſt wives in the world ; you 
can't chooſe amiſs; they will ſupply you 
with all that you want. 

Th RUST. 

Your uncle has, Madam, conſented. 

| JULIET. . 

That is more than ever his niece will. 
Conſented! and to what? To be ſwath'd to 
a mould'ring mummy; or be lock'd up, 
like your medals, to canker and ruſt in a 
cabinet! No, no; I was made for the world, 
and the world ſhall not be robb'd of its 
right, 


REVERE R\ 
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BEVER. 
Bravo, Juliet! Gad, ſhe's a <a 
girl. 
JULIET. 


My profile, indeed! No, Sir, when 1 
s I muſt have a man that will meet 
my all face. 
RUST. 
Might I be heard for a moment ? 


JULIET. 

To what end? You fay, you have Sir 
Thomas Lofty's conſent; I tell you 
can never have mine. You may ſcreen me 
from, or ex me to, my uncle's reſent- 
ment ; the is your own: If you lay 
the fault at my door, you will, doubtleſs, 
greatly diſtreſs me; but take the blame on 
Fourſclf, and I ſhall own myſelf extremely 


oblig'd to you. 
RUST. 
How ! confeſs myſelf in the fault ? 
_JULIET. 


Aye ; for the beſt thing a man can do, 
when he finds he can't be belov'd, is to take 


care he is not heartily hated. There is no 
other alternative. 


RUST. 
Madam, I ſha'n't break my word with Sic 
Thomas. | 
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JULIET. 
Nor I with myſelf. So there's an end 
of our conference. Sir, your very obe- 
dient. 
RUST, 
Madam, I, I, don't—that is, let me— 


- 


But no matter. Your ſervant. Exit. 


JULIET. 
Ha, ha, ha! 


Enter BeveR from behind. 
BEVER. 


Ha, ha, ha! Incom 
the old dotard trembled and totter d; he 


could not have been more enflam'd, had he 


been robb'd of his Otho. 
| JULIET, 


Aye ; was ever goddeſs fo familiarly us'd ? 
In my conſcience, I 


their dirty divinities; whenever they are 
deaf to their prayers they beat and abuſe 


them. 
| BEVER. 


But, after all, we are in an aukward 
ſituation. 


, How ſo? 


JULIET. 


„ o-u- in 
I have my fears, 


10 


parable Juliet! How 


began to be afraid 
that he would treat me as the Indians do 
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JULIET, 
So have not I. 
B EVE R. 
Your uncle has reſolv'd that you ſhould 
be marry'd to Ruſt. 
JULIET. 
Aye, he may decree; but it is I that 
muſt execute. 


BEVER. 
But ſuppoſe he has given his word. 
JULIET. 
Why then let him recal it again. 
But are you fare you ſhall ha 
are you you ve courage 
—_ JULIET. 


To fay No? That requires much reſo- 
lation, indeed. 

BEVER. 
Then I am at the heighth of my 


hopes. 


y 2 
our ! Your hopes and fears 
are ill- alike, _— 
BEVER. 
Why you. are determined not to be his. 
JULIET, 
Well, and what then? 


BEVER. 
What then! why then you will be mine. 


Ju- 
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JULIET. 
Indeed! and is that the natural - | 
quence; whoever won't be his, muſt be 


yours. Is that the logic of Oxford? 


BEVE R. 
. Madam, I did flatter myſelf — 


JULIET. _ 

Then you did very wrong, 1 Mr. 
Bever: bem gs 2 guard againſt flat- 
tering yourſelf; for all — a- 
fites, cl is the work. * — Lo 
BEVER 

I am aſtonifi'd! 20 

JULIBT. n 

Aftoniſh'd! you ate mad, I believe ! 
Why, I have not known'you a month: It 
is true, my uncle ſays your father is his 
friend; r 
your Moog is not remarkably faulty ; ad 
as to your underſtanding, paſſable enough 
for a young, fellow who Has not ſeen much 
of the world; but when one talks of a 
huſband Lord it's quite another fort of a 
Ha, ha, ha! Poor Bever, how he ſtares ! he 
ſtands like a ſtatue 


BEVER, 
Statue ! Indeed, Madam, I am very near 


Ju- 
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JULIET. 

Even then you will make as good a huſ- 
band as Ruſt. But go, run, and join the 
aſſembly within: Be attentive to ev 
word, motion, and look of my uncle's; 
be dumb when he ſpeaks, ' adaure all he 
ſays, laugh when he ſmirks, bow when he 
ſneezes; in ſhort, fawn, flatter, and cringe ; 
don't be afraid of over-loading his ſtomach, 
for the Knight has a noble digeſtion, and 
you will find ſome there who will keep you 
in countenance. | 


BEVER. 

I fly. So then, Juliet, your intention 
was only to try — | 

JULIET. 

Don't plague me with impertinent queſ- 
tions; march; obey my directions. We 
muſt leave the iſſue to Chance; a greater 
friend to mankind than they are willing 
to own. Oh, if any _ ſhould 
occur, you may come into the drawing- 
room for further inſtructions. 
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Scxng a Room in Sir THoMas LorTyY's 
Houſe. 


Sir Tomas, RusT, Porr, DacTYL, 
and others, diſcovered fitting. 
Sir THOMAS. 


Nothing new to-day from Parnaſſus ? 
DACTYL. 
Not that I hear. 
Sr THOMAS. 


© Nothing critical, philoſophical, or poli- 
PUFF. 


Nothing. 
- Sir THOMAS. 


Then in this diſette, this dearth of in- 
vention, give me leave, Gentlemen, to dif- 
tribute my ftores. I have here in my hand 
= its Lact, ſatyrical epigram; new, and 
e In 2 a production that 
Martial himſelf would not have bluſh'd to 

lege. RUST. 


Your own, Sir Thomas ? 
Sir THOMAS. 
O fie! no; ſent me this morning, ano- 


"9 DACTYL, 
Pray, Sir Thomas, let us have it. 


ALI. 
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ALL. 
By all means ; by all means. 
Sr THOMAS. 


To PniLLis. » 
Think*ſt thou, fond Phillis, Strephon told thee true, 
Angels are painted fair, to look like you: 
Another ſtory all the town will tell; 
Phillis paints fair — to look like an an- gel. 
ALL. 
Fine! fine! very fine! 
DACTYL. 
Such an caſe and fimplicity ! 
PUFF. 
The turn ſo unexpected and quick. 
RUST. 
The ſatyr ſo poignant. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Yes; I think it poſſeſſes, in an eminent 


degree, the three great epigrammatical re- 
quiſites ; brevity, familiarity, and ſeverity. 


Phillis paints fair — to look like an an-gel. 


DACTYL. 
 _ Is the Phillis, the ſubjet, a 


sir THOMAS. 
Oh, dear me! nothing perſonal; no; an 


impromptu; a mere jeu d erit. 


PUFF. 
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PUFR 
Then, Sir Thomas, the ſecret is out ; it is 


your own. 
DACTYL. 


That was obvious enough. 
PUFF. 
Who is there elſe could have wrote it ? 
RUST. 


True, true. 

Sir THOMAS. 

The name of the Author is needleſs. So 
it is an acquiſition to the republic of let- 
ters, any Gentleman may claim the merit 
that will. | 

PUFF. 


«+ What a noble contempt ! 
DACTYL. 
What greatneſs of mind ! 
| | RUST. 
Scipio and Lzlius were the Roman Loftys. 
Why, I dare believe Sir Thomas has been 
the making of half the Authors in town: 
He is, as I may ſay, the great manufacturer; 
the other Poets are but Pedlars, that live by 
ALL. 
Fa, ha, ha! well obſerv'd, Mr. Ruſt. 
EY Sir THOMAS. 
Ha, ha, ha! Molle atque facetum. 
to purſue the metaphor, if Sir Thomas 


2 


Was 
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was to call in his poetical debts, I believe 
there would be a good many bankrupts in the 
Muſe's Gazette. ; 

w_ ALL. 

Ha, ha, ha! 
r 


-» 


But, m_— Gentlemen ; with regard 
to the eclipſe : You found my calculation 


exact ? 
DACTYL. 

To a digit. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Total darkneſs, indeed ! and birds going 
to rooſt! Thoſe Philomaths, thoſe Alma- 
nack- makers, are the moſt ignorant raſ- 
cals — 

| PUFF. 

It is amazing where Sir Thomas Lofty 

ſtores all his knowlege. 
DACTYL. 

It is wonderful how the mind of man can 
contain it. 

Sr THOMAS. 

Why, to tell you the truth, that circum- 
ſtance has a good deal 'd my atten- 
tion ; and I believe you will admit my me- 
thod of ſolving the phenomenon philoſophi- 
cal and ingenious enough. 

1 PUFF. 
Without queſtion. 
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ALL. 
+ Doubtleſs. 
: Sir THOMAS. | 
I ſuppoſe, Gentlemen, my memory, or 
mind, to be a cheſt of drawers, a kind of 
bureau ; where, in ſeparate cellules, my 
—_— knowlege on different ſubjects is 


RUST. 
A prodigious diſcovery ! 
3 


Amazing ! 
su THOMAS. 

To this cabinet, volition, or will, has a 
key ; ſo when an arduous ſubje& occurs, I 
unlock my bureau, pull out the particular 
drawer, and am ſupplied with what I want 
in an inſtant. | 

DACTYL. 


A Malbranch ! 


PUFF. 
A Boyle ! 
A Locke! 


ALT. 


Enter SERVANT. 
| SERVANT, 
Mr. Bever. Exit. 
Sir THOMAS. 
A young Gentleman from Oxford, recom- 
mended to my care by his father. The 
univerſity 
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univerſity has given him a good ſolid Doric 
foundation ; and when he has receiv'd from 
you a few Tuſcan touches, the Tonic and 
Corinthian graces, I make no doubt but he 
will prove a compoſite pillar to the repub- 
lic of letters. [Enter Bever.] This, Sir, 
is the ſchool from whence ſo many capital 
maſters have iſſued ; the river that enriches 
the regions of ſcience. 


DACTYL. 

Of which river, Sir Thomas, you are the 
ſource; here we quaff: Et purpures bibimus 
ore nectar. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Purpureo! Delicate, indeed! Mr. Dac- 
tyl. you hear, Mr. Bever? Bibimus 
ore nectar. You, young Gentleman, muſt 
be inſtructed to quote ; nothing gives a pe- 
riod more ſpirit than a happy Latin quota- 
tion, nor has indeed a finer effect at the head 
of an eſſay. Poor Dick Steel! I have 
| oblig'd him with many a motto for his fu- 
gitive pieces. 


. p UF F. 
Aye, and with the contents too, or Sir 


Richard is foully bely d. 
Enter SERVANT. 
SERVANT. 
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Sr THOMAS. 


Pray defire him to enter. [Exit Servant. ] 
Sir Roger, Gentlemen, is a conſiderable 
Eaſt-India proprietor ; and ſeems defirous 
of collecting, from this learned 8 
ſome rhetorical flowers, which he hopes to 
ſtrew, with honour to himſelf, and advan- 
tage to the Company, at Merchant-Taylors- 
Hall. [Enter Sir Roc ER Dow As.] Sir 
Roger, ſeated. This Gentleman has, in 
common with the greateſt orator the world 
ever ſaw, a ſmall natural infirmity; he ſtut- 
ters a little: But I have preſcrib'd the ſame 
remedy that Demoſthenes uſed, and don't 
deſpair of a radical cure. Well, Sir, have 
_u — thoſe general rules? 


Sir ROGER. 


Pr--ett--y well, I am obli--g'd to you, 
Sir Thomas. 


Sr THOMAS. 


Have you been regular in taking your 
tincture of ſage, to give you confidence for 
ſpeaking 1 in public? 

a Sir ROGER. 
Y--es, Sir Thomas. 


Sir THOMAS. 
Did you open at the laſt General Court ? 


Sir ROGER. 
I attem--p--ted fo--ur or five times. 


Sir 
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f "71 
What hinder'd your progreſs ? 
| sir ROGER. 

The pe--b--bles. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Oh, the pebbles in his mouth. But they 
ate only put in to practiſe in private; you 
ſhould take them out when you are addreſſing 
the public. - K 
wy & Sir ROGER. 

Ves; I will, for the fu--ture. 
| Sir THOMAS. : 
Well, Mr. Ruſt, you had a 7Z#te-4-?#e 
with my niece. A-propos, Mr. Bever, here 
offers a fine occaſion for you ; we ſhall take 
the liberty to trouble your Muſe on theit 
nuptials: O Love! O Hymen ! here prune 
thy purple wing?; trim thy bright torch. 
Hey, Mr. Bever? 


BEVER. 

My talents are at Sir Thomas Lofty's di- 
rection; tho' I muſt deſpair of producing 
any performance worthy the attention of ſo 
compleat a judge of the elegant arts. 


- Sir THOMAS. IE 
Too modeſt, good Mr. Bever. Well, Mr. 
Ruſt, any new acquiſition, fince our laſt 
meeting, to your tnatchleſs collection? 


D 2 RUST, 
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RUST. 
Why, Sir Thomas, I have both loſt and 
gain'd fince I faw you. 


Sir THOMAS. 

Loſt! I am ſorry for that. 

RUST. 

The curious ſarcophagus, that was ſent me 

from Naples, by Signor Belloni --- 
Sie THOMAS. 

You mean the urn that was ſuppoſed to 

contain the duſt of Agrippa 
_ RUST. 

Suppoſed ! no doubt but it did! 

Sir THOMAS. 

I hope no ſiniſter accident to that ineſti- 
mable relic of Rome. 

RUST. 

It's gone. | . | 

Sir THOMAS. 

Gone } oh, illiberal! What, ſtolen, I 
ſuppoſe, by ſome Connoifleur ? | 
RUST. 

Worſe, worſe! a a martyr to igno- 
rance: Ah id that I hir'd laſt week, 
miſtook it for a broken green chamber-pot, 
and ſent it away in the'duſt-cart. 

| Sir THOMAS. 

She merits impaling. Oh, the Hun! 

D A C- 


46 


Wo. 


* 4 


THE PATRON, 47 


| DA err. 
The Vandal ! 


The Viſigoth ! 
" RUST... 


But I have this day acquir'd a treaſure that 
will in ſome meaſure e me amends. 
Sir THOMAS, 
Indeed ! what can that be ? 
PUFF. 
That muſt be ſomething curious, indeed. 
RUST. 
It has coſt me infinite trouble to get it. 
DACTYL. 
Great rarities are not had without pains. 
RUST. | 
Tt is three months ago fince I got the firſt 
ſcent of it, and I have been ever ſince on the 
hunt; but all to nd purpoſe. 
Sr THOMAS. 


ALL. 


I am quite upon thorns till I ſee it. 
RUST. 
And y, when I had given it over, 


when all my hopes were grown deſperate, it 
fell into my hands, by moſt unexpected 
and wonderful accident. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Quod optanti divum promittere nemo 
Auderet, volvenda dies en attulit ultro. 
Mr. Bever, you remark my quotation ? 


D 3 BEVER. 


— — . 
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BEVER. 3 | 
Moſt happy. Oh, Sir, nothing you fay 
can be loſt. 122 
RUST. 
I have brought it here in my pocket; I 
am no churl ; I love to pleaſure my friends. 
Sir THOMAS. 
You are, Mr. Ruſt, extremely obliging. 
ALT. 
Very kind, very obliging, indeed. 
RUST. 
It was nat much hurt by the fire, 
Sir THOMAS. 
Very fortunate. 
: „ ee. 
The edges are ſoil'd by the link; but ma- 


ny of the letters are exceedingly legible. 


Sir ROGER. 
A li- ttle roo--m, if you p- -leaſe. 
r. 
Here it is; the precious remains of the 
very North-Briton that was burnt at the 
Royal-Exchange. 


Sr THOMAS, 
Number Forty-five ? 


RUST. 

The ſame. 
BEVER. 
You are a lucky man, Mr. Ruſt, . .- 


RUS T. 
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RUST. 


I think ſo. But, Gentlemen, I hope I 
need not give you a caution : Huſh — ſilence 
— no words on this matter. 


| DACTYL, 
You may depend upon us. 
YET. | 
For as the paper has not ſuffer'd the law, 
I don't know whether they may not ſeize it 


again. 
Sr THOMAS. 
With us you are ſafe, Mr. Ruſt. Well, 
young Gentleman, you ſee we cultivate all 
branches of ſcience. 


B EVE R. 

Amazing, indeed! But when we conſider 
you, Sir Thomas, as the directing, the ruling 
planet, our wonder ſubſides in an inſtant. 
Science firſt ſaw the day with Socrates in the 
Attic portico; her early years were ſpent 
with Tully, in the Tuſculan ſhade ; but her 
ripe, maturer hours, ſhe enjoys with Sic Tho- 
mas Lofty, near Cavendiſh-ſquare. 

Sir THOMAS. 

The moſt claſſical compliment I ever re- 
ceiv d. Gentlemen, a philoſophical repaſt 
attends your acceptance within. Sir Roger, 
you'll lead the way. [Exeunt all but Sir 
Thomas and Bever.| Mr. Bever, may I beg 
your ear for a moment? Mr. Bever, the 

D 4 friend 
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friendſhip I have for your father, ſecured you, 
at firſt, a gracious reception from me; but 
what I then paid to an old obligation, is now, 
Sir, due to your own particular merit. 
BEVER. 
I am happy, Sir Thomas, if — 


Sir THOMAS, 
Your patience. There is in you, Mr. 
Bever, a fire of imagination, a quickneſs of 
apprehenſion, a ſolidity of judgment, join'd 
to a depth of diſcretion, that I never yet met 
with in any ſubject at your time of life. 
BEVER. 
I hope I ſhall never forfeit — 
Sr THOMAS. 
Jam ſure you never will; and to give you 
a convincing proof that I think ſo, I am now 
going to truſt you with the moſt important 
ſecret of my whole life. 
BEVER, 
Your confidence does me great honour. 
| Sr THOMAS. 
But this muſt be on a certain condition. 


BEVER. 


Name it. 
Sr THOMAS. 


That you give me your ſolemn promiſe to 
comply with one requeſt I ſhall make you. 
BEVER. 
There is nothing Sir Thomas Lofty can 
aſk, that I (hill not chearfully grant. 


Sir 
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Sir THOMAS. 
Nay, in fact, it will be ſerving yourſelf. 
BEVER. 
I want no ſuch inducement. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Enough. But we can't be too private. 


[Shuts the door.) Sit you down. Your Chri- 
ſtian name, I think is— 
BEVER. 


Richard. 


Sir THOMAS. 

True; the ſame as your father's : Come, 

let us be familiar. It is, I think, dear Dick, 

—— d. > rm =» Engliſh have reach'd 

e eſt pit perfection in de- 

r 
BEVER. | 

Why, the French critics are a little ſevere. 
Sir THOMAS. 

And with reaſon. 3 _ 

dit, and at the ſame time give m 


model, [ ſhews A manuſcript,] ſee 8 
BEVER. 
A play? 
Sir THOMAS. 
A chef d æuvure. 
BEVER. 


Your own ? 
sir THOMAS. 
Speak lower. I am the author. 


BEVER. 
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BEVER. 
© Nay, then there can be no doubt of its 
merit. | 
Sir THOMAS. | 
J think not. You will be charm'd with 
the ſubject. 
BEVER. 


What is it; Sir Thomas? 
Sir T HO M. A S. 
I ſhall ſurprize you. The ſtory of Ro- 
binſon Cruſoe. Are not you ſtruck ? 
: BEVER. 
Moſt prodigiouſly. 
4 Sr THOMAS. 

Yes; I knew the very title would hit you. 
You will find the whole fable 'is finely con- 
duced, and the character of Friday, qualrs 
ab incepto, nobly ſupported throughout. 
| BEVER. | 

A pretty difficult taſk. 

Sir THOMAS. 

True; that was not a bow for a boy. The 
piece has long been in rehearſal at Drury- 
lane playhouſe, and this night is to make its 


appearance. 


BE VER. 
To- night? 
Sir THOMAS. 
This night. - 
BEVER. - 


I will attend, and engage all my friends 
to ſupport it. 
Sir 
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Sir THOMAS. | 
That is not my purpoſe ; the piece will 
want no ſuch aſſiſtance. 
e - + x + Þ 
I beg pardon. | 
Sir THOMAS. % 
The manager of that houſe (who, you 
know, is a writer himſelf) ' finding all the 
anonymous things he produc'd (indeed ſome 
of them wretched enough, and very un- 
worthy of him), plac'd to his account by the 
public, is determin'd to exhibit no more 
without knowing the name of the author. 
BEVER. 
A reaſonable caution. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Now, upon my promiſe (for I appear to 
atronize the play) to announce the author 
before the curtain draws up, Robinſon Cru- 
ſoc is advertis'd for this evening. 
| BEVER. 
Oh, then you will acknowlege the piece 
to be yours? 
Sir THOMAS. 
No, 
BEVER. 
How then ? 
Sir THOMAS. 


My deſign is to give it to you. 


To me! 
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| sir THOMAS. 
To you. 
BEVER. 
What, me the author of Robinſon Cruſoe ! 


Sir THOMAS. 


Aye. 

BEVER. 

Lord, Sir Thomas, it will never gain cre- 
dit: So compleat a production the work of a 
Aripling ! Beſides, Sir, as the merit is yours, 
why rob yourſelf of the glory? 

Sr THOMAS. 
I am entirely indifferent to that. 


BEVER. 
Then why take the trouble ? 
Sir THOMAS. 
My fondneſs for letters, and love of my 
country. Beſides, dear Dick, though the 
pauci & ſelecti, the choſen few, know the 
full value of a performance like this, yet the 
ignorant, the (by much the majori- 
ty) will be apt to think it an occupation ill 
ſuited to my time of life. 
BEVER. 
Their cenſure is praiſe. 
Sr THOMAS. 
Doubtleſs. But indeed my oy pal mo- 
tive is my friendſhip for you. You are now 
a candidate for literary honours, and I 2 
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determin'd to fix your fame on an immove- 
able baſis. i 


BEVER. 
You are moſt exceſſively kind; but there 
is ſomething ſo difingenuous in ſtealing re- 
putation from another man. 
Sir THOMAS, 
Idle punctilio 
BEVER. 
It puts me fo in mind of the daw in the 
fable. 


Sr THOMAS. 
Come, come, dear Dick, I won't ſuffer 
your mod your fame. But 


eſty to murder 
the company will ſuſpect ſomething ; we will 
join them, and proclaim you the author. 
There, keep the copy; to you I confign it 
for ever; it ſhall be a ſecret to lateſt poſte- - 
rity. You will be ſmother'd with praiſe by 
our friends; they ſhall all in their bark to 
the playhouſe; and there, 


Attendant fail, 
Purſue the triumph, and partake the gale. 


[Exeunt, 


Exp of the SECOND ACT. : 


ACT 
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ACT III. Scene Continues. 


Enter Bevts, reading. 


O ends the firſt At. Come, now for the 
ſecond. ** A the ſecond, ſhewing,” — 
the coxcomb has prefac'd every act with an 

ment too, in humble-imitation, I warrant, 
of Monſ. Diderot Shewing' the fatal ef- 
feats of diſobedience to parents; with, I 
ſuppolg, the diverting ſcene of a gibber an 
entertaining ſubject for comedy. And the 
blockhead is as prolix ; every ſcene as long 
as a homily. Let's ſee; how does this end? 
Exit Cruſoc, and enter. ſome ſavages, 
dancing a fſaraband.” There's no bearing 
this abominable traſh. [Enter JuLIzT.} 
So, Madam; thanks to your advice and di- 
reQion, 1 am got into a fine ſituation. 

2D — *.. 
What. is the matter now, Mr. W 
1  "BEVER. 

The Robinſon Cruſoe. 
| JULIET.. : 

Oh, the play that is to be ated to-night. 
How ſecret you were? Who in the world 
would wave gueſs d you was the author? 

B EVE X. 
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BEVER. 
Me, Madam 
JULIET. 


Your title is odd; but to a genius every 
ſubject is good. 
fuby | BEVER. 


You are inclin'd to be pleaſant. 
JULIET. 

Within they have been all prodigious loud 
in the praiſe of your piece; but I think my 
uncle rather more eager than any. 

BEVER. | 
He has reaſon ; for fatherly fondneſs goes 


JULIET. 
I don't underſtand you. 
BEVER. 
You don't ! | 
| JULIET. 
No. | 
BEVER. 


Nay, Juliet, this is too much; you know 
it is none of my play. 


JULIET., 
Whole then? | 


Your uncle's. | 
'JULIET. 


My uncle's! Then 'how, in 'the name of 
wonder, came you to adopt it? 
BEVER. ts i 
At his earneſt requeſt. I may be a fool; bu 
member, Madam, you are the cauſe. * 


BEVER. 


1 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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JULIET. | 
This is ſtrange ; but I can't conceive what 
his motive could be. 
BEVER. 
His motive is obvious enough; to ſcreen 
himſelf from the infamy of being the Author, 
JULIET. 
What, is it bad, then? 
BEVER. 
Bad ! moſt infernal ! 
JULIET. 
And you have conſented to own it ? 


BEVER. 
Why, what could I do? He in a manner 


compell'd me 5 
* JULIET. 


I am extremely glad of it. 
BEVER. 
Glad of it! Why I tell you 'tis the moſt 
dull, tedious, melancholy — 
JULIET. 
So much the better. 
BEVER. 
The moſt flat piece of frippery that ever 
Grubſtreet produc 
JULIET. 
So much the better. 
BEVER. 
It will be damn'd before the third aR. 


JULIET. 
So much the better. 


BEVER. 
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BEVER. 


And I ſhall be hooted and pointed at * 
ever I go. 


J ULIET. 
So much the better. 
2: + - * 
So much the better | Zovnds! fo; I ſuppoſe; 
you would ſay if I was going to be hang'd: 
Do you call this a mark of your friendſhip ? 


JULIET. 
Ah; Bever, Bever! you are 4 miſerable po- 


litician : Do you know now that this is the 
luckieſt incident that ever occurred? 


| BEVER. 
Indeed | 
JULIET. 


It could not have been bettet laid, liad we 
plann'd it ourſelves. 
BEVER. 


" You will pardon my want of coſception 5 

but theſe are riddles — 
JULIET., 

That at preſent I have not time to explain. 
But what makes you loit'ring here? Paſt ſix 
o'clock, as I live! Why, your play is begun; 
run, run to the houſe: as ever Author fo 
little anxious for the fate of his piece. 

. 

71 JULIET. 

Sir Thomas | I know by his walk. Fly z and 
pray all the way for the = of your * Atidy 

do 
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do you hear, if you find the audience too in- 
dulgent, inclin'd to be milky, rather than fail, 
ſqueeze in a little acid yourſelf. Oh, Mr. 
Bever, at your return let me ſee you, before you 


go to my uncle; that is, if you have the good 
luck to be damn'd. 
BEVER. 
You need not doubt that. [ Exit. 


Enter Sir THoMas LorTyY. 


Sir THOMAS. 
So, Juliet ; was not that Mr. Bever ? 
JULIET. 
Yes, Sir. 
Sr THOMAS. 

He is rather tardy ; by this time his cauſe is 
come on. And how is the young Gentleman 
affected? for this is a trying occafion. 

JULIET. 

He ſeems pretty certain, Sir. 

Sr THOMAS. 

Indeed, I think he has very little reaſon for 
fear. I confeſs I admire the piece ; and feel as 
much for its fate as if the work was my own. 

JULIET. 

That I moſt ſincerely believe. I wonder, 
Sir, you did not chooſe to be preſent. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Better not. My affections are ſtrong, Juliet, 
and my nerves but tenderly ſtrung ; however, 
intelligent people are planted, who will bring 
me, every Act, a faithful account of the proceſs. 
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JULIET.. 

That will anſwer your purpoſe as well. 

sir THOMAS. 

Indeed, I am paſſionately fond of the arts, 
and therefore can't help Did not ſomebody 
knock? No. My good girl, will you ſtep, and 
take care that when any body comes, the ſer- 
vants may not be out of the way. [Exit Ju- 
LIET.] Five and thirty — paſt fix ; by 
this time the firſt act muſt be over: John will 
be preſently here. I think it can't fail; yet 
there is ſo much whim and caprice in the pub- 
lic opinion, that—This young man is un- 
known; they'll give him no credit. I had 
better have own'd it myſelf : Reputation goes 
a great way in theſe matters ; people are afraid 
to find fault; they are cautious in cenſuring 
the works of a man who—huſh! that's he: 
no; 'tis only the ſhutters. After all, I think I 
have choſe the beſt way; for if it ſucceeds to 
the degree I expect, it will be eaſy to circulate 
the real name of the author ; if it falls, I am 
conceal'd ; my TW ſuffers—no— There he is. 
Loud knocking. I can't conceive what kept 
im ſo long. Ag Jonn.] So John; well; 
and— but you have been a monſtrous while. 

JOHN. 

Sir, I was wedg'd ſo cloſe in the Pit, that I 

could ſcarcely get out. 


Sir THOMAS. 
The houſe was full, then ? 


E 2 JoHN 
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JOHN. 
As an egg. Sir. 
Sir THOMAS. ; 
That's right. Well, John, and did mat- 


ters go ſwimmingly ? hey? 
JOHN. 


Exceedingly well Sir, 
Sir THOMAS. 


Exceedingly well. I don't doubt it. What, 
vaſt clapping and roars of _ I ſuppoſe. 
OHN 

Very well, Sir. x 
Sir THOMAS. 
Very well, Sir! You are damn'd coftive, I 


think. But did not the pit and boxes thun- 
der again ? 


JOHN. 

I can't fay there was over much thunder. 

Sir THOMAS. 

No! Oh, attentive, I reckon. Aye, attention; 

that is the true, ſolid, ſubſtantial applauſe. All 

_ elſe may be purchas'd ; hands move as th 

are bid: But when the audience is huſh'd, 
ſtill, afraid of loſing a word, then— 

JOHN. 


Yes, they were very quiet, indeed, Sir. 
Sii THOMAS. 


I like them the better, John; a ſtrong mark. 
of their great ſenſibility. Did you ſee Robin? 
JOHN. 

Yes, Sir; hell be hereinatrice; I left him 
liſt ning at the back of the boxes, and charg'd 
him to make all the haſte home that he could. 


Sir 
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Sir THOMAS. 

That's right, John; very well; your account 
leaſes me much, honeſt John. [Exit Jonn.] 
o, I did not expect the firſt act would produce 
any prodigious effect. And, after all, the firſt 
act is but a mere introduction; juſt opens the 
buſineſs, the plot, and gives a little infight into 
the characters; ſo that if you but engage and 
intereſt the houſe, it is as much as the beſt 
writer can flatt ¶ Knocking without.] Gadſo! 
what, Robin already ! why the fellow has the 


feet of a M [Euter Ropin.] Well, 
Robin, and what news do you bring? 


N ROBIN. 
Sir, I, I, 1— 
Sir THOMAS. 


Sͤtop, Robin, and recover your breath. Now, 
Robin. 
ROBIN. 


There has been a woundy uproar below. 


Sir THOMAS. 
An uproar ! what, at the playhouſe ? 
ROBIN. 


Aye. 
At what? 


Sr THOMAS. 


ROBIN. | 
I don't know: Belike at the words the play- 
folk were talking. | 
Sr THOMAS. 
At the players! how can that be? Oh, now 
I begin to conceive, Poor fellow, he knows but 
E 3 little 
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little of plays: What, Robin, I ſuppoſe, hal- 
looing, and clapping, and knocking of ſticks, . 
ROBIN. 
Hallooing ! aye, and hooting tog. 
Sir THOMAS, 


And hooting ! 
ROBIN. 


Aye, and hiſſing to boot. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Hifling ! you muſt be miſtaken. 
ROBIN. 
By the maſs, but I am not. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Impoſſible ! Oh, moſt likely ſome drunken 
diſorderly fellows, that were diſturbing the 
houſe, and interrupting the play ; too common 
a caſe; the people were right: they deſerv'd 
a rebuke. Did not you hear them cry, Out, 
out, out 


ROBIN. 
Noa; that was not the cry; twas, Off, off, off 
Sir THOMAS. 

That was a whimſical noiſe. Zounds ! that 
muſt be the players. Did you obſerve nothing 
elſe ? NED ! 

ROBIN. 

Belike the quarrel firſt began between the 

gentry and a black-a-moor man. 
Sir THOMAS. 

With Friday! The public taſte is debauch'd; 
honeſt nature is too plain and ſimple for their 
yiriarcd palates! ¶ Enter Jul izr. ] Juliet, Ro- 


bin 
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bin brings me the ſtrangeſt account; ſome 
little diſturbance ; but I ſuppoſe it was ſoon 
ſettled again. Oh, but here comes Mr. Stay- 
tape, my taylor; he is a rational being; we 
ſhall be able to make ſomething of him. 
[Enter STAYTAPE.] So, Staytape; what, is 
the third act over already? 
S TAVYV TAE. 
Over, Sir! no; nor never will be. 
Sir THOMAS. 
What do you mean? 


STAVYV TAPE. 
Cut ſhort. 
; Sr THOMAS. 


I don't comprehend you. 
STAYTAPE. 

Why, Sir, the has made a miſtake in 
meaſuring the taſte of the town : the goods, it 
ſeems, did not fit; ſo they return d them upon 
the gentleman's hands. 
| Sir THOMAS. 

Rot your affectation and quaintneſs, you 
puppy ! ſpeak plain. 

 S8STAYTAPE. 
Why then, Sir, Robinſon Cruſoe is dead. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Dead! | 
STAYTAPE. 

Aye; and what is worſe, will never riſe any 

more. You will ſoon have all the 12 ; 


for there were four or five of your friends cloſe 
at my heels. | | 
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Sir THOMAS. 
| Staytape, Juliet, run and ſtop them; fay 1 
am gone out; I am fick; I am engag'd: But 
whatever you do, be ſure you don't tet Bever 
tome in. Secure of the victory. I invited 

them to the celebr— a 
STAYTAPE. 
Sir, they are here. 
Sir THOMAS. 


Confound = 
Enter Pure, DAcr y, and Rer. 


RUST. 

Aye, truly, Mr. Puff, this is but a bitter be- 
ginning ; then the young man muſt turn hirn 
ſelf to ſome other trade. 

PUFF. 
Servant, Sir Thomas; I ſuppoſe you have 
heard the news of — 
Sir THOMAS. 
Yes, yes; I have been told it before. 
DACTYL. 
I confeſs I did not ſuſpect it; but there is 
no knowing what effect theſe things will have, 
till they come on the ſtage. 
RUST. | 
For my part, I don't know much of theſe 
matters; but a couple of gentlemen near me, 
who ſeem'd ſagacious enough too, declar d, that 
it was the vileit ſtuff they ever had heard, and 
wonder d the players would act it. 
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DAC TVI. 
Ves; I don't remember to have ſeen a more 


PUFF. 

I was thinking to aſk you, Sir Thomas, for 
your intereſt with Mr. Bever, about buying the 
copy; but now no mortal would read it. Lord, 
Sir, it would not pay for paper and printing, 

RUST. 


I remember Kennet, in his Roman Anti- 


quities, mentions a Play of Terence's, Mr. 
Dactyl, that was terribly treated; but that 
he attributes to the peoples fondneſs for cer- 
tain funambuli, or rope-dancers ; but J have 
not lately heard of any famous tumblers in 
town ; Sir Thomas, have you ? 

Sir THOMAS. 


How ſhould I? do you ſuppoſe I trouble 


my head about tumblers ? 
RUST. 
Nay, I did not — 


BEVER, ing withouy 
Not to be ſpoke with 1 Don't tell me, Sir; 
he muſt, he ſhall. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Mr. Bever's yoice. If heis admitted in his 
preſent diſpoſition, the whole ſecret will cer- 
tainly out. Gent ſome affairs of a moſt 


— — A it impoſſible for me to 
have the honour of your company to-night ; 
therefore I beg you would be ſo good as to--- 


RUST. 
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RUST, 
Affairs! nobadnews? I hope Miſs Jule is well. 
Sr THOMAS. 
Very well; but I am moſt exceedingly --- 
RUST. 

I ſhall only juſt ſtay to ſee Mr. Bever: Poor 
lad ! he will be moſt horribly down in the 
mouth ; a little comfort won't come amils. 
|; Sr THOMAS. 
| Mr. Bever, Sir! you won't ſee him here. 

| RUST. 
Not here! why I thought I heard his voice 


but juſt now. 
Sir THOMAS. 


Tou are miſtaken, Mr. Ruſt ; but 
RUST. 

May be fo ; then we will go. Sir Tho- 
mas, my compliments of condolance, if you 
pleaſe, to the Poet. 

Sir THOMAS. 


Aye, ayc. | 
OP DACTYL. 


And mine; for I ſuppoſe we ſha'n't ſee 
him ſoon. 
PUFF. 


Poor Gentleman ! I warrant he won't ſhew 
his head for theſe he months, 


Aye, aye ; indeed ed LA very ſorry for him; 
Þ tell him, Sir. 


DACTYL ad PUFF. 
| $9 are we. 


AST PATRON WD. 

RUST. | | 

Sir Thomas, your ſervant. Come, Gentle- 

men. Byallthis confuſion in Sir Thomas, there 

muſt be ſomething more in the wind than I 
know; but I will watch, I am reſfolv'd. 


[ Exeunt. 
B EVE R. without. 
Raſcals, ſtand by I muſt, I will ſee him. 


Enter BEER. 

So, Sir; this is delicate treatment, after all 

I have ſuffer d. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Mr. Bever, I hope you don't -- that is--- 
B EVE RX. 

Well, Sir Thomas Lofty, what think you 
now of your Robinſon Cruſoe? a pretty per- 
formance |! 


Sir THOMAS. 

Think, Mr. Bever ! I think the public are 
blockheads; a taſteleſs, ſtupid, ignorant tribe; 
and a man of genius deſerves to be damn'd 
who writes any thing for them, But courage, 
dear Dick ! the principals will give you what 
the people refuſe ; the cloſet will do you that 
Juſtice the ſtage has deny d: Print your Play, 

: BEVER. 
My Play! zounds, Sir, tis your own. 
Speak r Gene Dick "bs oderate 

| » ICE ; m » M 

good, dear lad ! * 
BEVER, 


Oh, Sir Thomas, you may be eaſy enough; 
* you 
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you are ſafe and ſecure, remov'd far from that 
precipice that has daſh'd me to- pieces. 
Sr THOMAS. 

Dear Dick, don't believe it will hurt you : 
The Critics, the real j will diſcover in 
that piece ſuch excellent talents --- 

BEVER. 
No, Sir Thomas, no. I ſhall neither flat- 
ter you, nor myſelf ; I have acquir'd a right to 
Se what 1 think. Your Play, Sir, is a 
wretched performance; and in this opinion 
all mankind are united. 
* > 

— ie 
1 Se Th — —_— * | 

thor ; if coldly, I would have own'd it my 

ſelf; but ſuch dif; , ſuch con ible 

treatment !—I own the burthen is too cavy 

for me; ſo, Sir, you muſt bear it yourſelf. 

Sir THOMAS. 
Me, dear Dick ! what, to become ridiculous 

in the decline of my life; to „ in one 
hour, the fame that forty years has been build 1 


ing ! that was the the ſupport of m 
age Can you be craal enough to EF 
_  BEVER. 


. Zounds! Sir, and why muſt Ibeyourcrutch ? 
Would you havemebecomeavoluntary victim? 


No, Sir, this cauſe does not merit nn 
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Sr THOMAS. | 
I own myſelf greatly oblig'd ; but perſe- 
vere, dear Dick, perſevere ; you have time to 
recover your fame; I beg it with tears in my 
eyes. Another Play will — | 
BEVER. 
No, Sir Thomas; I have. done with the 
ſtage ; the Muſes and I meet no more. 


Sir THOMAS. 
Nay, there are various roads apen in life. 
BEVER. 

Not one, where your piece won't purſue 
me: If I go to the Bar, the ghoſt of this curs'd 
comedy will follow, andhunt me inWeſtmin- 
ſter-hall. Nay, when I die, it will ſtick to my 
Memory, and I ſhall be handed down to poſ- 
terity with the author of Love in a HollowTree. 

Sir THOMAS. 

Then marry: You are a pretty ſmart 

figure ; and your poetical talents --- 
BEVER. 

And what Fair would admit of my ſuit, or 
family wiſh to receive me? Make the caſe 
your own, Sir Thomas ; would you ? 

Sir THOMAS. 

With infinite pleaſure. 

BEVER. 

Then give me your niece ; her hand ſhall 
ſeal up my lips. 

Sir THOMAS. | 

What, Juliet? Willingly. But are you ſe- 
rious? Do you really admire the Girl? 


BEVER. 
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BEVER. , 

Beyond what words can expreſs. It was by 
her advice I conſented to father your Play. 

Sir THOMAS. 

What, isJulietappriz'd? Here;Robin, John, 
run and call my niece hither this moment. That 
giddy baggage will blab all in an inſtant: 

BEVER. 
You are miſtaken; ſhe is wiſer than you 


are aware of. 


Enter JUL 1E r. 


Sir THOMAS. 
Oh, Juliet! you know what has happen d? 
JULIET. 
I do, Sir. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Have you reveal'd this unfortunate ſecret ? 
JULIET. 
To no mortal, Sir Thomas. 
Sr THOMAS. 
Come, give me 4 our hand. Mer. Bever, 
child, for my ſake, has renounced the Stage, 


and the . Republie of Letters; in return, 
I owe him your hand. 
JULIET. 

My hand! what, to a Poet hooted, hiſſed, 

and exploded! You muſt pardon me, Sir. 
Sir THOMAS. 

Juliet, a trifle ; the moſt they can ſay of him 
is, that he is a little wanting in wit ; and he 
has ſo many brother-writers to keep him in 


coun- 
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countenance, that now-a-days that is no re- 
flection at all. 
JULIET. 


Then, Sir, your engagement to Mr. Ruſt. 
Sr THOMAS. 

I have found out the raſcal ; he has been 
more impertinently ſevere on my play, than 
all the reſt put together; ſo that I am deter- 
mined he ſhall be none of the man. 


Enter Rus r. 
RUST. 

Are you ſo, Sir? what, then, I am to be 
facrific'd, in order to preſerve the ſecret that 
you are a blockhead: But you are out in. 
your politics ; before night it ſhall be known 
in all the Coffee-houſes in town. | 

Sir THOMAS. 

For Heaven's fake, Mr. Ruſt ! 

RUST. 

And to-morrow I will paragraph you in 
every news-paper ; you ſhall no longer im- 
poſe on the world; I will unmaſk you; the 
| lion's ſkin ſhall hide you no longer. 

Sir THOMAS. 
Juliet! Mr. Bever ! what can I do? 
BEVER. 
Sir Thomas, let me manage this matter. 
Harkee, old Gentleman, a word in your ear; 
you remember what you have in your pocket ? 


RUST. 
Hey! how! what? 


BEVER. 


»4 THE PATRON. 
BEVER. a 
The curiofity that has coſt you ſo much 


pains. | 
RUST. 
What, my Eneas ! my precious relict of 
Troy | 
BEVER. 


You muſt give up that, or the Lady. 
JULIET. 
How, Mr. Bever ? 
BEVER. 
Never fear ; I am ſure of my man. 
RUST. 
Let me conſider: As to the girl, girls are 
plenty enough; I can marry whenever I 
will: But my paper, my phœnix, that ſprings 
I ES on noe © 
match'd. — Take her * 
BEVER. 
And, as you love your own ſecret, be 
earcful of ours. 


RUST. 


. Sr THOMAS. 

You oblige me for ever. Now the ſecret 

dies with us tour. My fault. I owe him much. 
Be it your care to ſhew it ; 

And bleſs the Man, tho* I have damn'd the Poet. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Mrs. Mscniin's Houſe, 


(Loud knocking at the Door.) 
Euter Junny. 
AP, rap, rap, up-ſtairs and down, from 


morning to night; if this ſame Com- 
| miſſary ſtays much longer amongſt us, 
my miſtreſs muſt cen hire a porter. Who's 
there ? 
| Sion withayt. 
Sim, Is Mrs. Mechlin at home? 
— 0. (opens the Door.) Oh, what is it you, 


Sim. At your ſervice, ſweet Mrs, Jane. 

Jen. Why you knock with authority , and 
what are your commands, Maſter Simon? 

Sim. I come, Madam, to reccive thoſe of your 
miſtreſs. . Jenoy,, has ſhe any great af- 
fajr on the anvil ? Her fummons is moſt exceed- 
ingly preſſing ;; and you need not be told, Child, 
rhat a man of my coaſequence does not trouble 
himſelf about trifles. 12 70. 
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Jen. Oh, Sir, I know very well princi 
actors don't perform every night. yy pal 
Sim. Mighty well, Ma'am, but notwithſtand- 
ing your ironical ſneer, it is not every man that 
do for your miſtreſs ; pol, in muſt have 


5 and parts: I don't fu , in the whole 
Bills of Mortality, there is ſo general and ex- 
tenſive a dealer as my friend Mrs. Mechlin. 

Jen. Why, to be ſure, we have plenty of 
cuſtomers ; and for various kinds of commodi- 
ties it would be pretty difficult I fancy to 

Sim. Commodities! Your humble ſervant, 
ſweer Mrs. Jane ; Yes, yes, you have various 
kinds of commodities, indeed. 

Jen. Mr. Simon, I don't underſtand you; I 
Ee cents, eee en 


A or the Liberty 
are no in i 
eſtmiaſter that live in more c "thas 


83 


Jon r 
Sim. I 
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Sim, I own it. 
Jen. Not an oath comes out of her mouth, 


unleſs, now and then, when the — gentle wo- 
man ha to be overtaken in liquor. 

Sim. Granted, * 

Jen. Not at all given to lying, but like other 
tradesfolks, in the way of her buſineſs. 

Sim. Very well. 

Jen. Very well! then pray, Sir, what wou'd 
you infinuate ? Look you, Mr. Simon, don't 
go to caſt reflections upon us; don't think to 
blaſt the reputation of our 

Sim. Hark ye, 2 are you ſerious ? 

Jen. Serious | Ay, marry am J. 

Sim. The devil you are 

Jen. Upon my word, Me. Simon, you ſhou'd 
not give your tongue ſuch a licence 3 let me tell 
3 ait don't become you at all. 

Sim. Hey-day |! . have I 
r is not this 
Mechlin's ? 

Jen. That's pretty well known. 
1 A . convenient Mrs. 

ec at Star, in the pariſh 
of St. Paul's? 
om. Bravo. 
=. That commercial caterpillar ? 
Jen. I know it. 
Sm, That murderer of manufactures ? 
Fen. Doubtleſs. 

Sim. walking warehouſe? 
Fen 

Sim. 


That 

. Granted. 
That carries about beser car of 
contraband goods: under * perticons * 
Calais cutter ? d 


Jen. Very well. 
B 2 Sim. 
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Sim. Thos engroſſer and ſeducer of virgins ? 
Jen. Keep it up, maſter Simon. 
Sim. That foreſtaller of * 
Jen. Incomparable fine. 
Sim. That canting, couzening, money-lending, 
match-making, pawnbroking—[ Loud knocking. ] 
Jen. Mighty well, Sir: here comes my miſtreſs, 
ſhe ſhall thank you for the pretty picture you 
have been pleaſed to draw. 
Sim. Nay, but dear Jenny —— 
, She ſhall be told how highly the ſands 
in your favour. 

Sim, But my ſweet girl—— | [ Knock =! 
Jen. Let me go, Mr. Simon, don't you hear 
Sim, And can you have the heart to ruin me 

at once 

Jen. Hands off. Mn. J 
Am. A, peace, a Peace, m car ave, 
and diate the articles. = 7 


Emer Mrs. Meem nt, follewed h s backney 
cdachmas, with ſeueral bundies, in  copuchin, 
6 bonnet, and ber alaaibu pinned up. 


Mrs. Mech. So, huſſy, what muſt I Gay all day 
in the ſtreets ? who have we here ! the devil's 
in the wenches, I tkink-—one of your fellows I 
ſuppoſe——Ob, is it-yau !.how-fares it, Simon? 

Jen. Madam, you ould not have. _—_ L 
minute, but Mr. Simen—— }-. 
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Sim. Yes, and I am afraid I have put out my 
ankle. Thanks, Jenny; you ſhall be no loſer, 
you ſlut. 


Mrs. Mech, N „ NN os Rare 
mercy upon me, a rou ve en | 
— I the weneh- petrified ; bay | t you 
1 Neve you fon 'm tired to 

th 

Fen. Indeed, ma'am, you'll kill yourſelf. 

Sim. Upon my word, ma'am Mechlin, you 
ſhou'd take a little care of yourſelf; indeed you 
labour too hard. 

Mt. Mech. Ay, Simon, and for little or no- 
— * only victuals and cloaths, more coſt than 

bir does not the wench take the 
— 4 — the fellow ? Well, what's your 
Cube. Miſtreſs, it's honeſtly worth half a 


Mrs. Mech. Give him a cou of ſhillings 
and fend him away. 2 


—— l 
Myrs. Mech.” And are not you aſhamed, you 
fot, to be eternally — Tou had better 


buy you ſome cloa 
. my honour won't le 


3 
| Ars. Mich. Your bonout ! and pray how does 
at hinder you ? 
Coachm. 
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- Coachm. Why, when a good gentlewoman like 
Yeo Here coachman, here's 2 to 
rin 
Mrs. Mech. Well! 
 Coachm. Wou'd it be honour in me to lay it 
out in any thing elſe? No, miſtreſs, my con- 
{. tence won't let me, becauſe why, it's the will 
of the donor, you know. 

Sans Did you ever bear fuck a block- 

Coachm. No, no, miſtreſs tho* I am a poor 
man, 1 won't forfeit my honour; my cattle, 
tho'f I love em, poor beaſteſſes, are not more 
dearer to me than that. 

Mrs. Mech, Yes, you and your horſes give 
pretty ſtrong proofs of your love and your ho- 
nour z for you have no cloaths on your back, 
and they have no fleſh, Well, Jenny, give him 
I's there, lay it out as you 
* 

Coachm. It will be to your health, miſtreſs ; it 
ae hidine. & on tothe; £ 
ſhall be careful to clear my conſcience. 
Ars. Mech. 1 hos 
. Coachm. You need not. Miſtreſs, your * 


vant. [ Exit Coachman. 
Mrs. Mech. Has there bcen any body here, 


Jenny? 


Jeg. The gen:leman, ma'am, about the 

Glouceſterſhire living. 
'* Mrs. Mech. He was, Oh oh! what I ſuppoſe 
his ſtomach's come down. Does be like the in- 
cumbrance ? will he marry the party ? 


a chax anicle ſeems 0 go a ike 
2 3 


W.. 
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Mrs. Meth." Does it ſo? then let him retire to 
his Cumberland curacy : that's a fine keen. air, 
it will ſoon give him an appetite. He'll ſtick 
— 29 — is wore to a 
rag. " 
Jen. Why, indeed, mam, it ſcems petty 
already. 
Mrs. Mech. Deviliſh ſqueamiſh, 1 think a 
good fat — * and a fine woman into the bar- 
— 1 You him a friend of the lady's will 
take the child off her hands? 
Jen. Yes, madam. 
Mrs. Mecb. So that the affair will be a NR 
to all but himſelf. But he muſt quickly re- 


= for next week his wife's month will 


J. He promiſed to call about four. 

Afs. Mech. But don't let him think we are 
at a loſs for a huſband ; there is to my know- 
ledge a merchant's clerk in the city, a comely 
young man, and comes of friends, that 


ene 


Mrs. Mech. Ay, and rel him, that the party's 
rn enough to obtain it whenever 
And then the bridegroom may put 

Truly, ma'am, 
the beſt match for | 
IJ Who doubts it Here, Jenny, 
f gs above ftairs. Take care of 
the eigrette, leave the watch upon the table, and 
ſure you don't miſlay the pearl necklace; the 


_ 
= 
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lady goes to Mis. Cornellys's to night 3 and, if 
fe hn ady kick, ſhe will be fure to * it 
to- morro . 
Sim. What a world of affairs ! aan 
madam, how you are able to remember them all. 
Ars. Mech. Trifles, mere trifles, maſter. Si- 
mon.—Bur I have a great affair in hand -Such 
cas, ppg hewwy oy en 
us 
Mrs. Mech. Of Hoo torr Ppt A 
ing without you.——You know: * 
Enter Jaun rn. 


yen, 1 kart ji th things whit hg ſpe 


ed! ma'am. 


* Meh. Yer wil On Oe. 1 
Exit Jenny. 


I fay, -ou know the we cartntis. nk 
come to lodge in my houſe, Now, if be Ling 

Me. Funghs is a5 inch 4s an e 
heaven knows how he came by it: but that 
r Lend Hoke 
Who the deace can that be ? EN be bo 
204 T3 X Enter ]Jannv. bag: Riu + 
A. Mech. What, the old liguori 
from Deronſhire Square ? ſhew her in. \ 
hal fon a- n 
* 


8 "Te he th Der 5 
E fo, good morning $6 yo, good 


1 
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Mrs. Mechlin. John, let the coach wait at the 
corner. 1 * 
_ Mrs. Mech. Tou had better ſit here, madam. 
_ Mrs. Lov. Any where. Well, my dear wo- 
man, I hope you have not forgot your old 
friend—Ugh, ugh, ugh,—[ coughs.] Conſider 
Ne no time to looſe, and you are always ſo 

of employment. | 

Me. Micb. Forgot you! you ſhall judge, 
Mrs, Loveit. I have, ma'am, provided a 
whole cargo of huſbands for you, of all nations, 
complexions, ages, tempers, and ſizes: ſo you 
ſee you have nothing to do but chooſe. 

Mrs. Lov. To chooſe! Mrs. Meclin; Lord 
help me, what choice can I have? I look upon 
wedlock to be a kind of a lottery, and I have 
already drawn my prize; and a great one it was! 
My poor dear man that's gone, I ſhall never 
meet with his fellow. 8 

Mrs. Mech. Pſhaw! madam, don't let us 
trouble our heads about him, it's high time that 
he was forgot. 

Mrs. Lov. But won't his relations think me 
rather too quick, 

Mrs. Mech. Nor a jot; the greateft compli- 
ment you cou'd pay to his memory; it is a 
oof he gave you reaſon to be fond of the 
te, But what do you mean by quick! Why 
he has been bury'd theſe three weeks 
Mrs. Lov. And three days, Mrs. Mechlin. 
Ars. Mech. Indeed! quite an age 
Mrs. Lov. Les; but I ſhall never forget him; 
ſleeping, or waking, he's always befure me. 
His dear ſwell'd belly, and his poor ſhrunk legs, 
Lord bleſs me, Mrs. Mechlin, he had no more 
calf than my fan. | 

C Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. No PI 

Mrs. Lov, No, indeed; and. then, his bit of 

a purple noſe, and bis little. weezen face as ſharp 

as a razor—don't mention it, [ can never forget 

him. [Cries.] | 
Mrs. Mech. Sweet marks of remembrance, 

indeed. But, ma'am, if you continue to be ſo 


fond of your laſt huſpand, what makes you 
think of another ? 


Mrs. Lov. Why, what can 1 do, Mrs. Mech- 
lin? a povr lone widow woman as I am; there's 
no body minds me; my tenants behind-hand, my 
ſervants all careleſs, my children undutiful— 
Ugh, ugh, ugh——{coughs.] 

Mrs. Mech. You have a villainous cough, Mrs. 
Lovcit ; ſhall I ſend for ſome lozenges ? 

. Mrs. Lov. No, I thank you, it's nothing at 
all; mere habit, juſt a little trick I've 

Mrs. Mech. But I wonder you ſhou'd have all 
theſe vexations to plague you, madam, you, 
who are fo rich, and ſo 

Mrs. Loy. Forty thouſand in the Four per 
Cents. every morning I riſe, Mrs. Mechlin, be- 
ſides two houſes at Hackney ; but then my af- 
fairs are ſo weighty and intricate; there is ſuch 
tricking in lawyers, and ſuch torments in chil- 
dren, that I can't do by myſelf; I muſt have a 
helpmate; quite neceſſity, no matter of choice. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, I underſtand you, you marry 
merely . juſt- only to get an aſ- 
ang) a of a guard, a fence to your pro- 
perty 

Mrs. Lev. Nothing elſe. 

Ars. Mech. I thought ſo; quite prudential 
ſo that age is none of your object; you don't 
want a ſcampering, giddy, ſprightly, dung 

Ars, 
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Mrs. Lov, Young | Heaven forbid. What, 
do you chink, like ſome ladies I know, that I 
want to have my huſband taken for one of my 
grand- children; No, no; thank Heaven, ſuch 
vain they hrs never _enter'd my head. 

cb. But yet, as your matters ſtand, 
he . not to be ſo very old neither; for in- 
ſtance now, of what uſe to you wou'd be a huſ- 
band of ſixty? _ 

Mrs. Los Sixty! Are you mad, Mrs. Mech- 
lin, what do you think I want to turn nurſe ? 

Mrs. Mech. Or fifty- five? 

_ Mrs. Love. Ugh, ugh, ugh —— 
; Ars. Mech. Or fifty 

Mrs. Lov. Oh! thit's too cunning an age: 
1 now-adays, rarely marry at fifty, they are 
too knowing and cautious. 

Mrs. Mech. Or forty-five, or forty, or— 

Mrs. Lov. Shall I, Mrs. Mechlin, tell you a 
piece of my mind ? 

Mrs. Mech. 1 believe, ma'am, that will be 

your beſt way. 
Mrs. Lev. Why then, as my children are 
ng and rebellious, the way to ſecure and 
preſerve their obedience, will be to marry a man 
that won't grow old i ” a hurry. 

Muri. Mech. Why I thowght you declar'd 
againſt y outh ? 

F Mrs. Lov Sol do, ſo Lp; but then, * or 
even twenty is not fo v oung, Mrs. 
Mechlin. oy ery young 

Mrs. Mech. No, no, a pretty ripe age; for 
at that time of life, men can buſtle and ſtir, 
they are not eaſily check'd, and whatever they 
take in hand they go through with. 

Mrs. Lov. True, true. 


C 2 Ars. 
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Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, it is then they may be 
ſaid to be uſeful; it is the only tear and wear 
ſeaſon. ws 

Mrs. Love. Right, right. 

Mrs. Mech. Well, ma'am, I ſee what you 
want, and to-morrow about this time, if you'll 
do me the favour to call 
Mrs. Lov. I Than't fail. 

Mrs. Mech. I think I can ſuit you. 
Mrs. Lev. You'll be very oliging. 

Mrs. Mech. You may de upon't, I'll do 
my endeavours. | : 

Mrs. Lov. But, Mrs. Mechlin, be ſure don't 
let him be older than that, not above ſeven or 
eight and twenty at moſt ; and Jet it be as ſoon 
as you conveniently can. 5 | 
Mrs. Mech. Never fear, ma'am. | 
Mrs. Lov. Becauſe you know, the more chil- 
dren I have by the ſecond venter, the greater 
plague I ſhall prove to thoſe I had by the firſt, 

Mrs. Mech. True, ma'am. You had better 
lean on me to the door; but, indeed, Mrs. 
Loveit, you are very malicious to your children, 
very revengeful, indeed. 

Mrs. Mech. Ah, they deſerve it; you can't 
think what ſad whelps they turn out; no puniſh- 
ment can be too much; if their poor father d bs 
cou'd but have foreſeen they wou'd have—— 
why did I mention the dear man! it melts me 
too much. Well, peace be with him.——To- 
morrow about this time, Mrs. Mechlin, will 
the party, be here, think you ? 

Mrs. 2g ” can't ſay. 
Ars. Lov. Well, a good da 
Mechlia. | 1 y, good Mrs, 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. Here, John, take care of your 
miſtreſs. | [Exit Mrs. Loveit. 
A good morning to you, ma'am. Jenny, bid 
Simon come up.—A huſband ! there now is a 
proof of the prudence of age; I wonder they 


don't add a clauſe to the act to prevent the old 
from marrying elandeſtinely as well as the young. 
I am ſure there are as many unſuitable matches ac 
this time of life as the other. 


Enter S1MoON. 


Shut the door, Simon. Are there any of Mr. 
Fungus's ſervants below? - 

Sim. Three or four ſtrange faces. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, fome of that troop, I 
ſuppoſe ; come, Simon, be ſeated.— Well, Si- 
mon, as I was telling you; this Mr. Fungus, 
my lodger above, that has brought home from 
the wars a whale cart load of money, and who, 
(between you and I) went there from very little 
better than a driver of carts —— | 
Sim. I formerly knew him, ma'am. 

Mrs. Mech. Burt he does not know you ? 

Sim. No, no. | 

Mrs. Mecb. I am glad of that—this fpark, I 

ſay, not content with being really as rich as a 

lord, is determin'd to rival them too in every 
other accompliſhment. 

Sim. Will that be ſo eaſy? why he muſt be 

upwards of — 
Mrs. Mech, Fifty, I warrant. 

Sim. Rather late in life to ſet up for a gen- 

tleman. | 
- Mrs. Merb But fine talents you know, and 

a ſtrong inclination. | : 


Sim. 


14 THE COMMISSARY. 

Sim. That, indeed. — | 

Mrs. Mecb. Then I promiſe you he ſpares for 
Sim. Diligent ? 8 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, always at it. Learning ſome- 
thing or other from moraing to night ; my houſe 
is a perfect academy, ſuch a throng of fencers, 
dancers, riders, mulicians—bur, . however, to 
ſweeten the pill, I have a fellow - feeling for re- 
commending the teachers. 

W No doubt, ma'am; that's always the 

Mrs. Mech. But one of his ſtudies is really 

diverting, I own I can't help laughing at that. 
Sim. may that be ? 

- Ars. Mech. Oratory.— Lou muſt know his 
firſt ambition is to have a ſeat in a certain a- 
ſembly ; and in order to appear there with cre- 
dit, Mr. What d'ye Call'em, the man from the 
city, attends. every morning to give him a lec- 
ture upon ſpeaking, and there is ſuch ha- 
ranguing and bellowing between them Lord 
have mercy u you'll ſee enough on'c 

rſelf ; for do you know, Simon, you are to 
his valet de chambre ? 
Sim. Me, madam ! 7 
Mrs. Mech; Ay, his privy counſellor, his 
confidant, ' his director in chief. Fs 
Sim. To what end will that anſwer ? 0 
Mrs. Mech. There I am coming Tou are to 
know, that our Squire Wou'd-be is violently - 
bent upon matrimony ; and nothing — 
will go down but a perſon of rank and condi- 
Sim. Ay, ay, for that piece of: pride he's in- 

debted to Germany. * 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. The article of fortune he holds in 
utter contempt, 'a grand alliance 1s all that he 
wants; ſo that the lady has but her veins full 


of high blood, he does not care two-pence how 
low and empty her purſe i is. 


Sim. But, ma am, won't it be difficult to meet 
with a ſuitable ſubject? I believe there are few 
ladies of quality that—— 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, as 00'ar, Tam aready pro- 
vided. 

Sim, Indeed 1 

Mrs. Mech, You know my niece Dolly ? 
Sim. Very well. 

' Mrs. Mech. What think you of her? 

Sim. Of Miſs Dolly, for what? 

Mrs. Mech. For what? you are plaguily dull; 
why, a woman of faſhion, you dunce. 

Sim. To be ſure Miſs Dolly is very deſerving, 
and few ladies have a better appearance; but, 
bleſs me, Madam, here people of rank are fo 
generally known, that the ſlighteſt enquiry 
wou'd poiſon your 
- Mrs. Mech. Oh, Simon, IT have no fears from 
that quarter; there I thiak, I am pretty ſecure. 
Sim. If that, indeed, 22 

Mrs. Mech. In the firſt place, Mr. Fungus 
has an intire reliance on me. 
Sim. That's ſomething. 
Mrs. Mech. Then to baffle any idle —_ 
we are not derived from any of your new-fangled 

try, who owe their nobility to your 
arry's and Edwards, No, no, we are ſcions 
from an older ſtock ; we are the hundred and for- 
tieth lineal deſcendant from Hercules Alexan- 


der, earl of Glendow prime miniſter io king 
Malcolm the Firſt. *. F 


Sim. 
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Sim. Odſo! a qualification for a canon of 
Straſbourg. So then it ſeems you are tranſ- 
planted from the Banks of the Tweed; Cry you 
mercy ! But how will Miſs Dolly be able to ma- 
the accent ! h 

Mrs. Mech. Very well; ſhe was two years an 
actreſs in Edenborough. 

Sim. That's true ; is the overture made, has 
there been any interview ? 

Mrs. Mech. Several; we have no diſlike to 
his perſon ; can't but own he is rather agreeable ; 
and as to his propoſals, they are greater than 
we cou'd deſire; but we are prudent and care- 
ful, ſay nothing without the Earl's approba- 
tion. | 

Sim. Oh, that will be eafily had. 
Mrs. Mech. Not fo eaſily; and now comes 
your part: but firſt, how goes the world with 


you, Simon ? 8 
Sim. Never worſe ! The ten bags of tea, and 
the cargo of brandy, them peering raſcals took 
from me in Suſſex, has quite broken my back. 
Ars. Mech. Poor Simon! why then I am 
afraid there's an end of your traffick. | 
Sim. Totally : for now thoſe fellows have got 
the Ifle of Man in theit hands, I have no chance 
to get home, Mrs. Mechlin. | 
Mrs. Mech. Then you are intircly at leiſure ? 
Sim. As a Bath turaſpit in the month of July. 
Mrs. Mech. You are then, Simon, an old 
mily ſervant in waiting here on the lady; but 
diſpatch'd to the North with a view to negotiate 
the treaty, you are juſt returned with the noble 
Peecr's reſolution. Prepare you a ſuitable equi- 
page, I will provide you with a couple of letters, 
one for the lover and one for the lady 


Sim. 
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Sim. The contents —— 

Ars. Mech. Oh, you may read them within + 

now with regard to any queſtions, I will furniſh 

— with ſuitable anſwers ; but you have a 
ungler to deal with, ſo your cards will be ea- 

bly play d. 


Enter Jenny. 


Jen. Miſs Dolly, MYam, in a hackney coach 
at the corner; may ſhe come in? 

Mrs. Mech. Are the ſervants out of the way? 

Jen. Oh, ſhe is fo muffled up and diſguiſed, 
that ſhe'll run no danger from them. 
.. Mech. Be ſure keep good watch at the 
door, Jenny. 

Jen. Oh, never fear, Ma'am, [ Exit jenny. 

Mrs. Mech. Simon, take thoſe two letters that 
are under the furthermoſt cuſhion in the win- 
dow, run home, get a dirty pair of boots on, a 
great-coat, and a whip, and be here with them 
in half an hour at fartheſt. 

Sim. I will not fail. But have you no farther 
diceRions ? X 
Mfrs. Mech. Time enough. I ſhall be in the 
way; for it is me that muſt introduce you 
above. [Exit Simon.] So, things ſeem now 
in a pretty good grain; a few hours, it is to be 

ped, will make me eaſy for life. To ſay 
truth, I begin to be tir'd of my trade. To be 
ſure the profics are great; but then, ſo are the 
riſks that I ruo: beſides, my private practice 
begins to be ſmoak d. Ladies are ſuppos'd to 
come here with different deſigns than merely 
to look at my goods: ſome of my beſt cuſtom- 
ets too, are got out of my channel, and manage 

& their 
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their matters at home by their maids. Thoſe 
aſylums, they gave a dreadrul blow to my bu- 
fineſs. Time has been, when a gentleman 
wanted a friend, I could ſupply him with choice 
in an hour; but the market is ſpoiled, and a 
body might as ſoon produce a hare or a partridge 
as a pretty [Exer Dolly.]J——So Niece, 
are all things prepar'd ; have you got the papers 
from Harpy ? 

Dolly. Here they are, ma'am. 

Mrs. Mech. Let me ſec—Oh the i 
articles for Fungus to ſign. Have you got the 
contract about you? : 

Delly. You know, aunt, I left it with ou. 

Mrs. Mech. True, 1 had forgot : but where 
is the bond that I—Here it is; this, Dolly, 
you mult ſign and ſeal before witneſs. 

Dolly. To what end, aunt ? 

Ars. Mech. Only, child, a trifling acknow- 
ledgment for all the trouble I have taken; a lit - 
tle hint to your huſband, that he may reimburſe 
your poor aunt, for your cloaths, board, lodg- 
ing, and breeding. 

Doll. 1 hope my aunt does not ſuſpect that 
I can ever be wanting 
Mrs. Mech. No, my dear, not in the leaſt : 
but ir is beſt, Dolly, in order to prevent all re- 
troſpection, that we ſettle accounts before you 
change your condition. 

1 ma'am, may not I ſee the con- 
tents | 
Mys. Mech. The contents, love, of what uſe 
will that be to you? Sign and feal, that's 
enough. 

Dolly. But, aunt, I chooſe to ſee what I fign. 
Airs. 
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Mrs. Mech. To ſee, what then you ſuſpect 
me? 

Dolly. No, ma'am ; but a little caution 

Mrs. Mech. Caution! Here's an impudent 
baggage ! how dare you diſpute my commands; 
have not I made you, raiſed you from nothing, 
and won't a word from my mouth reduce you 
again ? 

Dolly. Madam, I—— 

Mrs. Mech. Anſwer me, huſſy, was not you 

a beggar's brat at my door; did not l, out of 
compaſſion, take you into my houſe, call you 
my niece, and give you ſuitable breeding ? 

Dolly. True, madam. 

Mys. Mech. And what return did you make 
me? You was ſcarce got into your teens, you 
forward ſlut, but you brought me a child almoſt 
as big as yourſelf ; and a delightful father you 
choſe for By Doctor Catgut, the meagre mu- 
fician ; that ſick monkey 1 A maker of crot- 
chers ; that eternal crotter after all the little 
draggle-tail'd girls of the town. Oh, you low 
ut, had it been by a gentleman, it would not 
have vex'd me; but a fidler ! 

Dolly. For heaven's fake. 

Mrs. Mech. After that you clop'd, commenc'd 
ſtroller, and in a couple of years, return'd to 
town in your original trim, with ſcarce a rag to 
your back. 
Dolly. Pray, mJam—— 

Ars. Mech. Did not I, notwithſtanding, re- 
ceive you again? have not I tortured my brains 
for your ? found you a huſband as rich as 
a Jew, juſt brought all my matters to bear, and 


now you refuſe to ſign a paltry paper? 
D 2 Dolly. 
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Dolh. Pray, madam, give it me, I will-fign, 
execute, do 1 that you bid me. 

Mrs. Mech. You will; yes, ſo you had beſt, 
And what's become of the child, haye you done 
as I order'd ? 

Dolly. The doctor was not at home; but the 
nurſe ſeft the child in the kitchen. 

Mrs. Mech. You heard nothing from him? 

Dolly. Not a word. 

Mrs. Mech. 1 hen he is meditating ſome miſ- 
chic f, I warrant. However, let our good ſtars 
ſecure us to-day, and a fig for what may hap- 
pen to-morrow. It is a little unlucky tho?, that 
Mr. Fungus has choſen the doAor for his maſ- 
ter of muſic ; but as yet he has not been here, 
and, if poſſible, we muſt * him. 


Enter ] nr, baſtily. 


Jen. Mr. Fungus, the tallow chandler, 


ma'am, is croſſing the way, ſhall 1 fay you are 
at home ? 


Airs. Mech. His brother has ſervants enough, 
let ſome of them anſwer. Hide, Dolly. ¶ Exit 
Dolly and Jenny. ]——{[One knock at the door.) 
Ay, that's the true tap of the trader; this old 
brother of ours tho' is ſmoaky and ſhrewd, and 
tho' an odd, a ſenſible fellow; we muſt guard 
againſt him: if he gets but an inkling, but the 
ſlighteſt ſuſpicion, our project is marr'd. 
[ A nciſe without.) What the deuce is the mat- 
ter! As I live, a ſquabble between him and La 
Fleur, the French footman we hir'd this morn- 
ing. This may make mirth, I'll liſten a little. 

: * [Retrres. 


Enter 
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Enter Mr. Isaac Funcus, driving in La Frzvus, 


I. Fung. What, is there no body in the houſe 
that can give me an anſwer; where's my bro- 
ther, you raſcal ? 

La Fleur. Je n'entend pas. 

I. Fung. Pas, what the devil is that; anſwer 
yes or no, is my brother at home ? don't ſhrug 
up your ſhoulders at me, yoy——Oh, here 
comes a rational being. 


Enter Mrs. MEcaLin. 


Madam Mechlin, how fares it? this here lan- 
thorn-jaw'd raſcal won't give me an anſwer, and 
1 | wou'd ſcarce let me into the houſe. 

La Fleur. C'eſt gros Bourgois a fait une ta- 
de diable. 


Mrs. Mech. Fy donc C'eſt le frere de mon- 


La Fleur. Le frere | Mon Dieu 
J. Fung. What is all this? what the devil lin- 
guo is the fellow a- talking ? 

Mfrs. Mech. This is a footman from France 
that your brother has taken. 

J Fung. From France ! and is that the beſt 
of his breeding ? I thought we had caught them 
better manners abroad, than to come here and 
inſult us at home. People make ſuch a rout - 
about ſmuggling their freachificd goods, their 
men do us more miſchief, If we could but 
hinder the importing of them 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, you are a true Briton, I fee 
that, Mr. Iſaac. 

1. Fung. 
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+ I warrant me: is brother Zachary at 

As. Mech. Above ſtairs, Sir. 

J Fung. Any company with him? 

Mrs. Mech, Not any to hinder your viſit. La 
Fleus, ouvrez le porte. 

J. Fung. Get along you——- Mrs. Mechlin, 
your ſervant. I can't think what the devil 
makes your quality fo fond of the monſieurs 
for my part I don't ſce——March and be hang'd 
to you—you footy-fac'd — 

[Exeunt I. Fungus, and La Fleur. 

Ars. Mech. Come Dolly, you now may ap- 


Pear. 


Enter Jenny. 


Fer. Mr. Paduaſoy, ma'am, the Spital- fields 
weaver z he has been waiting this hour, and ſays 
he has ſome people at home 

Mrs. Mech. Let him enter; in a le of 
minutes I'll follow you, Dolly. [Exit Jenoy. 


Enter Papvasov. 


Mrs. Mech. Mr. Paduaſoy, you may load 
yourſelf home with thoſe filks, they won't do 
for my market. 

Mr. Pad. Why, what's the matter, Madam? 

Mrs. Mech. Matter | you are a pretty fellow 
indeed ; you a tradeſman ! but it's lucky I know 
you, things might have been worſe ; let us ſet- 
tle accounts, Mr. Paduaſoy ; you'll ſee no more 
of my money. * 

Mr. Pad. I ſhall be ſorry for that, Mrs, 
Mechlin. 1 
; Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech. Sorry | anſwer me one queſtion ; 
am not I the beſt cuſtomer that ever you had ? 

Pad. I confeſs it. 

Mrs. Mech. Have not I mortgaged my pre- 
cious ſoul, by ſwearing to my quality-cuſtomers 
that the ſtuff from your looms was the produce 
of Lyons ? 

Pad. Granted. 

Mrs. Mech. And unlefs that had been believ'd, 
could you have fold them a yard, nay a nail? 
Pad. I believe not. 

Mrs. Mech. Very _ Did not, Sir, I pro- 
cure you more or your curs'd 
when fold as — — Rn 
2 could have ever produced 
you | 

Pad. I never deny'd it. 

Mrs. Mech. Then are not you a pretty fcllow, 
to blow up and ruin my reputation at once ? 

Pad. Me, Madam ! 

Ars Mech. Yes, you. 

Pad. As how? 

W. Mech. Did not you tell me theſe pieces 
of ſilk were entire, and the only ones you had 
made of that pattern? | 

Pad. I did. 

Mrs. Mech. Now mind. Laſt Monday I left 
them as juſt landed, upon a pretence to ſecure 
them from ſcizure, at the old counteſs of Fur- 
below's, by whoſe means, I was ſure, at my own 
price, to get rid of them both; and who ſhould 
come in laſt night at the ball at the Manſion- 
Houſe, where my lady unluckily happen'd to be, 
with a full ſuit of the blue pattern upon her 
back, bur Mrs. Deputy Dowlaſs, dizen'd out like 
a ducheſs. | $4 
— P 
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Pad. Mrs. Dowlaſs ! Is it 4 
Mrs. Mech. There is no denying the fact: 
bur that was not all; if indeed Mrs. had 
- behaved like a gentlewoman, and ſwore they 
ild-drcs- five — Peaks, why there the 
thing would have died: but ſee what it is to 
have to do with mechanicks, the fool owned 
ſhe had them from you. I ſhould be glad to ſee 
any of my cuſtomers at a loſs for a lye. But 
thoſe 91 traders, Mr. Paduaſoy, you'll 
never 122 

P This uad be à tick of my wife's ; 1 
know the women are intimate, but this piece of 
intelligence will make a hot” houſe. None of 
my fault indeed, Mrs. Mechlia ; I hope, ma'am, 
this won't make any difference ? 

Mrs. Mech. Difference I dot believe I mall 
be able to ſmuggle a gown for you theſe fix 
months. What is in that bundle ? 

Pad. Some India handkerchiefs, that you pro- 
mis'd to procure of a ſu at Woolwich, 
for Sir Thomas Callico's lady. 

roy Mech. Are you pretty forward with the 
ad, The igg'd waiſtcoats from Italy? 


"hey will be out of the loom in a 
| a You nnd S any Genoa 
velvets in hand till the end of the autumn; 
you may make me immediately a freſh ſortment 
of foreign ribbons for ſummer. 

Pad. Any other commands, Mrs. Mechlin ? 
A:. Mech. Not at preſent, I think. 
+ Pad. 1 wiſh you, madam, a very good 


morning, 

** Abs. Mech. Mr. Paduaſoy, Lord! I had lik'd 

to have forgot. You muſt write an 2 
tet 
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etter to the Cuſtom-houſe, and ſend me ſome 
old filks to be ſeized; 1 muſt treat the town 
with a bonfire :- it will make a fine paragraph 
for the papers; and at the ſame time advertiſe 
the public where ſuch things may be had. 

Pad. I ſhan't fail, madam. [Exit Paduaſoy. 
Ars. Mech. Who ſays now that I am not a 
friend to my country | I think the Society for 
the Encouragement of Arts, ſhould vote me a 
premium. I am ſure I am one of the greateſt 
encouragers of our own manufactures. 

[Exit Mrs, Mechlin. 


EN P of the FIRST Act, 


E ACT 
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Scene Firſt Continues. 


Enter CoMmMSSARY Foxes, lage Foxes; 
and Mrs. Mchlix. 


Zac. Fungus. 
ROTHER Iſaac, you are a blockhead, 
I tell you. Bus firſt anſwer me this; can 
knowledge do a man any harm ? 

J. Fun. No, farting; what is befitting a man 


for to learn. 
To learn! and how ſhould 


Z. Fun. you 
know what is befittiog a gentleman to learn! 
Stick to your trade, maſter tallow-chandler. 

J. Fun. Now, brother Zachary, can you ſay 
in your conſcience, as how, it is deſcent to be 
learning to dance, when you ha' almoſt loſt the 


uſe of your legs? 
my legs! to ſee but 


Z. Fun. Loſt the uſe of 
the malice of men! Do * ax Mrs. Mechlin; 
now, ma'am, does not Mrs. Dukes ſay, that, con- 
— 7 I have made a wonderful pro- 


ra Your time, brother Zac 
Z. Fun. Ay, my time, brother Iſaac. Why, 
I ha'nt been at it paſſing a couple of months, 


apd. ue have at our ſchgol too men _ 
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at law, that were full half a year before 


CORE Sunn 

Mrs. Mech, Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fun. There now, Mrs. Mechlin can vouch 
it. And pray, ma'am, does not maſter allow, 
| _— my age, I am the moſt — ſcholar 

he has? N 
. 11 I can't bot fog, Mir. Ilse, that 
the ſquire bas made a moſt prodigious im- 
ement. 

Z. Fun. Do you hear that? I wiſh we had 
but a kit, I would ſhow you what I could do: 
one, two, three, ha. One, two, three, ha. 
There are riſings and ſinkings. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, marry, as light as a cork. 
Z. Fun. A*n't it! Why, before next winter 
is over, he ſays, he'll fe ane for dancing is pub- 
lic; and who knows but in Lent, you may ſee 
| nie amble at a Ridotto with an opera finger. 
Ars. Mech. And I warrant he acquits him- 
ſelf as well as the beſt. 
I. Fun. Mercy on me; and pray brother, that 
thing like a ſword in your hand, what may the 
Ir ns fee bo? 

Z. Fun. This! ob, this is a foil. 

1. Fun. A foil. 

Z. Fun. Ay, a little infiromenc, by which, 
we who are gentlemen, ate inſtructed to kill one 
another. . | 
IE. To kill! Marry, heaven forbid; I 

hope you have no ſuch bloody intentions. Why, 
brother Zac. you was uſcd to be a peaceable 
man. 

Z. Fun. Ay, that was when I was a paltry 
mechanic, and afraid of the law, but now I am 
9 been in — 

E 2 
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cantoons, and intrenchments: have marched 
over bridges and breaches; I have ſeen the 
Ezel and Wezell; I'm got as rich as a Jew, and 
if any man dares to affront me, I'll let him know 
that my trade has been fighting. 

J. Fun. Rich as a Jew! Ah, Zac. Zac. but 
if you had not had another guels trade than 
| fighting, doubt waether you would have re- 
turned altogether fo rich: but now you have 
got all this wealth, why not fir down and enjoy 
it in quiet? 

Z. Fun, Hark ye, Iſaac, do you purtend to 
know life ? are you acquainted with the Beaux 
d'Eſprits of the age? 

J. Fun. I don't underſtand you. 

Z. Fun. No, I believe not; then how ſhould 
you know what belongs to gentility ? 

J. Fun. And why not as well as you, brother 
Zac. 1 hope 1 am every whit as well born? 
E. Fun. Ay, Iſaac, but the breeding is all; 
conſider I have been a gentleman above five 
= and three quarters, and 1 think ſhould 


know a little what belongs to ed hs hey, 
Mrs. Mechlin? 


Mrs. Mech. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fun. And as to this foil, do you 
Ifaze, in what the art of fencing conlifts ? 

J. Fun. How ſhou'd I? 

Z. Fun. Why it is ſhort; there are but two 
rules; the firſt is, to give your 8 as 
many thruſts as you can; the ſecond, to be 
careful and receive none yourſelf, | 

J. Fun. But how this is to be done? 

E. Fun. Oh, eaſy enough: for do you ſee, if 
you can but divert your adverſary's po _ — 


the liae of body, it is — he 
* ſhould 


© 


THE COMMISSARY. 29 


ſhould hit you; and all this is done by a little 
turn of the wriſt, cither this way, or that way. 
But I'll ſhow you: John, bring me a foil. Mrs. 
Mechlin, it will be worth your obſerving. Here, 
brother Ifaac. [Offers bim a foil. ] 

J. Fun. Not I. 

Z. Fun. Theſe bourgois are ſo frightful. Mrs. 
Mechlin, will you, ma'am, do me the favour to 
puſh at me a little? Mind, brother, when ſhe 
thruſts at me in carte, I do ſo; and when ſhe 
. puſhes in tierce, I do ſo; and by this means a 
man is ſure to avoid being killed. But it may 
not be amiſs, brother Iſaac, to give you the 
progreſs of a regular quarrel ; and then you will 
ſee hat ſort of a thing a gentleman is. Now [I 
have been told, do ſee, brother Iſaac, by a friend 
who has a regard for my honour, that Captain 
Jenkins, or Hopkins, or Wilkins, or what 
. captain you pleaſe, has in public company call'd 

me a cuckold | 
I. Fun. A cuckold? But how can that be? 
becauſe why, brother Zac. you be'nt married. 

Z. Fun. But as lam juſt going to be marry'd, 
that may very well happen you know. 

Mrs. Mech. True. 

Z. Fun. Yes, yes, the thing is natural enough, 
Well, the captain has faid, I am a cuckold. 
Upon which, the firſt time I ſer eyes on captain 
Wilkins, either at Vaux-hall, or at Ranelagh, I 
accoſt him, in a courteous, genteel-like manner. 

J. Fun. And that's more than he merits, 

Z. Fun. Your patience, dear Iſaac ——in a 
courteous, gentleman-like manner; captain Hop- 
kins, your ſervant. 

J. Fun. Why, you calld him but now Cap- 
gain Wilkins. 

Z. Fun. 
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Z. Fan, P'haw.' You blockhead, I tell you 
the name does not ſignify nothing —— Your - 
{ervant ; ſhall I crave your ear for a moment? 
The captain politely replies, Your commands, 
. good Mr. Fungus? then we walk fide by fide— 

Come here, Mrs. Mechlin.—[T hey walk up. and 
down] for ſome time as civil as can be. Mind 
brother Iſaac. | 

J. Fun. I do, I do. - cs 

Z. Fun. Hey !-—— no, tother fide, Mrs. 
Mechlin. that's right——1 hear, captain 

J. Fun. I knew it was Wilkins, 

Z. Fun. Zounds! Iſaac, be quiet—Wilkins, 
that you have taken ſome liberties about and 
concerning of me, which, damme, I don't un- 
derftand— | 

J Fun. Don't ſwear, brother Zachary. 
| Z. H. Did ever mortal hear the like of this 
fellow! 

J. Fun. But you are grown ſuch a reprobate 
ſince you went to the wars— 24 
FE. Fan. Mrs. Idechlin, the tongue of 
that biockbead ; why, dunce, I am ſpeaking by 
rule, and Mrs. Mechlin can tell you that duels 
and damme's go always together. 
Mt. Mech. Oh, always. 
Z. Fun. Which, damme, I don't underſtand. 
Liberties with you, cries the captain, where, 
when, and in what manner? Laſt Friday night, 
in company at the St. Alban's, you calFd me 
a buck, and moreover ſaid; that my horgs were 
exalted. Now, Sir, I know very well what 
was your meaning by that, and therefore de- 
mand ſatisfaction. That, Sir, is what I — 
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deny to a gentleman but as to you, Mr. Fun- 
gus, I can't conſent to you that rank. 
How Sir, do you deny my gentility | Oh, that 
affront muſt be anſwered this inſtant Draw 
Sir. Now puſh, Mrs. Mechlin. [They fence.] 
There I tierce, there carte, there 
1 parry——Hold, hold, have a care, zooks ! 
Mrs. Mechlin. 

J. Fun. Ha, ha, ha! I think you have met 
with your match; well puſt'd, Mrs. Mechlin. . 
Z. Fun. Ay, but inſtead of puſhing in tierce; 
ſhe puſhed me in carte, and came ſo thick with 
GON that it was not in nature to parry 

IL Fun. Well, well, I am fully convinc'd of 
your ſkill ;- bur F think, brother Zac. you hint- 
— * intention of marrying, is that your de- 

pA Fun. Undoubtedly, 

J. Fun. And when? 

Z. Fan. Why this eveni 

J. Fun. So ſudden ! r a ſecret tu 

whom ? 
Z. Fun. A ſecret, no, I am proud of the match; 
ſhe brings me all that I want, her veins full of 
good blood; ſuch a family! ſuch an alliance! 
'Zooks, ſhe has 2 pedigree as long as the Mall, 
brother Ifaac, with large trees on each fide, and 
all the boughs loaded with lords. 

J. Fun. But has the lady no name? 

Z. Fan. Name ! ay, ſuch a name, lord, we 
have nothing like it in London: none of your 
ſtunded little dwarfiſh words of one ſyllable; 
your Watts, and your Potts, and your Trotts; 
this rumbles through the throat like a road 

ro 
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broad wheels. Mrs. Mechlin, you can pro- 
nounce it better than me. 

Mrs. Mech. Lady Sachariſſa Mackirkincroft. 

Z. Fun. Kirkincroft! there are a mouthful of 
fyllables for you. Lineally deſcended from 
Hercules Alexander Charlemagne Hannibal, 
Earl of Glendower, prime miniſter to king Mal- 
colm the firſt. | t. 

I Fun. And are all the parties agreed? 

Z. Fun, I can't ſay quite all; for the right 
honourable peer that is to be my pappa, (who 
by the bye) is as proud as the devil, has flatly 
renounc'd the alliance, calls me here in his letter 
Plebeian, and ſays if we have any children, they 
will turn out very little better than pye balls. 
47 7 Fun. And what does the gentlewoman 
Z. Fun. The gentlewoman ! Oh, the gentle- 
woman, who (between ourſelves) is pretty near 
as high as her father ; but, however, my perſon 
has prov'd too hard for her pride, and I take the 
affair to be as good as concluded, 

J. Fun. It is refolv'd ? 

Z. Fun. Fix'd. 

I. Fun. I am ſorry for it. 

Z. Fun. Why ſo? come, come, brother Iſaac, 
don't be uneaſy, I have a ſhrewd gueſs at your 
grievance ; but though you may not be ſuffer'd 
to ſee lady Scracariſſa at firſt, yet who knows 
before 
her to bring it about; and in the mean time you 
may dine when. you will with the ſteward. 

J. Fun. You are exceedingly kind. 

Z. Fun. Mrs. Mechlio, you don't think my 
lady will gainſay it? 

Mrs. 


I may have intereſt enough with 


Y 
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Mrs. Mech. By no means; it is wonderful, 
conſidering her rank, bow mild and condeſcend- 
ing ſhe is: why, but yeſtgrday, ſays her lady- 
ſhip to me, Though, Mrs. Mechlin, it can't be 
fuppos'd that | ſhou'd admit any of the Fungus 
family into my preſence 
E. Fun. No, no, to be ſure; not at firſt, as I 
ſaid. 

Mrs. Mecb. Yet his brother, or any other re- 
lation, may dine with the ſervants every day. 

Z. Fun. Do you hear, Iſaac, there's your true, 
inherent nobility, ſo humble and affable ;. bur 
people of real rank never have any pride; that 
is only for upſtarts. 

J. Fun. Wondertully gracious ; but here, bro- 
ther Zac. you miſtake me, it is not for myſelf 1 


am ſorry. 
Ei. Fan. Whom then? 
J. Fun. Fer you. Don't you think that your 
wife will deſpiſe you? 

Z. Fun. No. 
I. Fun. Can you ſuppoſe that you will live to- 

gether a month? 
Z. Fun. Yes. 


J. Fun. Why, can you ber to walk about your 
own houſe like a paltry dependant ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

I. Fun. To have yourſelf and your orders con- 
temn'd by your ſervants ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

J. Fun. To ſee your property devour'd by your 


lady” s beggarly couſins, who, notwithſtanding, 
won't vouchſafe you a nod? 


Z. Fun. No. 
J. Fun. Can you be blind at her bidding, run 
ar her ſending, come at her calling, dine by your- 
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ſelf when ſhe has bettermoſt company, and fleep 
ſix nights a week in the garret ? | 

Z. Fun. No. 

J. Fun. Why, will you dare to diſobey, have 
the impudence to diſpute the foyercign will and 
pleaſure of a lady like her? 

Z. Fun. Ay, marry will I. 

J. Fun. And don't you expect a whole clan of 
Andrew Ferraros, with their naked points at 
your throat ? 

Z. Fun. No. : 

J Fun. Then you don't know half you will 
have to go through. 

Z. Fun. Look you, brother, I know what you 
1 be at; you don't mean I ſhou'd marry 
at A 

J. Fun. Indeed, brother Zachary, you wrong 
me; I ſhou'd with pleaſure ſee you * — 
match'd, that is, to one of your own and 
condition. fy 

Z. Fun. You vou'd? I don't doubt it, but that 
is a pleaſure you never will have. - Look y 
Iſaac, I have made up my mind; is a lady 
like, and a lady I will have; and if you ſay any 
more, Ill not be contented with that, for dam- 
mee, I'll marry a ducheſs. 


Enter La FLrus. 


Ta Fleur. Le Maitre pour donner d'Elo- 
quence. 
Z. Fun. What does the puppy ſay, Mrs. 
Mechlin, for you know I can't parler vous. 
Mrs. Mech. The gentleman from the eity, 
that is to make you a ſpeaker. by 
Z. Fux. 
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Z. Fun. Odzooks! a ſpecial fine fellow, let's 
have him. 

Mrs. Mech. Faites le entres. [ Exit La Frevun. 

J. Fun. Brother, as you ate buſy, I will take 
another 

Z. Fun. No, no, this is the fineſt fellow of 
all, it is he that is to make me a man; and hark 
ye, brother, if I ſhould chance to riſe in the 
ſtate, no more words, your buſineſs is done. 

J. Fun. What, I reckon ſome member of 
parliament. 

Z. Fun. A member ; Lord help you, bro- 
ther Iſaac, this man is a whole ſenate himſelf. 
Why it is the famous orationer that has pub- 
liſh'd the book. 

J. Fun. What, Mr. Gruel. 

Z. Fun, The ſame. 

J. Fun. Yes, I have ſeen his name in the 
News. 

Z. Fun. His knowledge is wonderful; he has 
told me ſuch ſecrets : Why do you koow, Iſaac, 
by what means tis we ſpeak ? 

J. Fun. Speak | why we ſpeak with our 
mouths. 

Z. Fun. No, we don't. 

J. Fun. No 

Z. Fun. No. He ſays we ſpeak by means 
of the tongue, the teeth, and the throat ; and 
without them we only ſhould bellow. 

J. Fun. But ſurely the mouth 

Z. Fun. The mouth, I tell you, is little or 
nothing, only juſt a cavity for the air to pals 
through. 

I. Fun. Indeed 


Z. Fun. That's all; and when the cavity's 
F 2 ſmall, 
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ſmall, little ſounds will come out; when large, 
the t ones proceed ; obſerve now in whiſt- 
ling and bawling.——{ whiſtles and da. Do 
you ſee. Oh, he is a miraculous man. 

J. Fun. But of what uſe is all this? 

Z. Fun. But it's knowledge, an't it; and of 
what ſignification is that, you fool ! and then as 
. to uſe, why he can make me ſpeak in any man- 
ner he pleaſes; as a lawyer, a merchant, a coun- 
try gentleman ; whatever the ſubject requires, — 
Bur here he is. 


Enter Mr. Gzvetr. 


Mr. Gruel, your ſervant; I have been bolding 
forth in your praiſe. 

Gruel, I make no doubt, Mg. Fungus, but 
to your declamation, or recitation, (as Quinti- 
lian more properly terms it) I ſhall be indebted 
for much future praiſe, in as much as the repu- 
tation of the ſcholar does (as I may ſay) confer, 
or rather as it were reflect, a 1 kind of 
luſtre on the fame of The maſter himſelf. 

Z. Fun. There, Iſaac! didſt ever hear the 
like? he talks juſt as if it were all out of a 
book ; what ek oy you give to be able to utter 
ſuch,words ? 

J. Fun. And what ſhou'd I do with them? 
them holiday terms wou'd not paſs ia my ſhop ; 
there's no buying and ſelling with them. 

Gruel. Your obſervation is pithy and perti- 
nent; different ſtations different idioms demand, 
poliſhed periods accord ill with the mouths of 
mechanics; but as that tribe is permitted to cir- 
culate a baſer kind of coin, for the caſe and 

con- 
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convenience of inferior traffic, ſo it is indulgd 
with a vernacular or vicious vulgar phraſeology, 
to carry on their interlocutory commerce but 
I doubt, Sir, I ſoar above the region of your 
comprehenſion ? "i 

1. Fun. Why if you wou'd come down a ſtep 
or two, I can't ſay but I ſhou'd underſtand you 
the better. 

Z. Fun. And I too. 

Gruel. Then to the familiar I fall : if the gen- 
tleman has any ambition to ſhine at a veſtry, a 
common-hall, or even a convivial club, I can 

ſupply him with ample materials. 

I. Fun. No, I have no ſuch deſire, | 

Gruel. Not to loſe time; your brother here, 
(for ſuch I find the gentleman is) in other re- 
ſpects a common man like yourſclf- 

Z. Fun. No better. 

Gruel. Obſerve how alter'd by means of my 
art : are you 'd in the ſpeech on the great 
importance of trade? | 

Z. Fun. Pretty well, I _— 

Gruel. Let your geſticulations be chaſte, and 
your muſcular movements conſiſtent. 

Z. Fun. Never fear [Enter Jenny, and 

whiſpers Mrs. Mchlix.!] 
Mrs. Mechlin, you'll ſtay ? - 

Mrs. Mech. A little buſineſs, I'Il return in an 
inſtant. [ Exit Mrs. Mzcnrix. 

Gruel. A little here to the left, if you pleaſe, 
Sir, there you will only catch his profile — that's 
right—now you will have the full force of his 
face ; one, two, three; now off you go. 

Z. Fun. When I conſider the vaſt importance 
of this day's debate; when I revolve the vari- 

| OUS 


38 THE GOMMISS ARM. 
ous viciſſitudes that this ſoil has ſuſtainꝰd ; when 
I ponder what our painted progenitors were; 
and what we, their civilized ſucceſſors, are; 
when I reflect, that they fed on crab- apples and 
Cruel. Pignuts, good Sir, if you pleaſe. 

Z. Fun. You are right ; crab-apples and pig- 
nuts; and that we feaſt on green- and on 
cuſtards : when I trace in the recording hiſtori- 
cal Pages that their floods gave them nothing but 
frogs, now know we have fiſh by car 
riage, I am loſt in amazement at the prodigious 
power of commerce, Hail commerce ! daugh- 
ter of induſtry, conſort to credit, parent of opu- 
lence, full ſiſter to liberty, and great grand- 
mother to the art of navigation 28 
I. Fun. Why this gentle woman has a pedigree 
as long as your wife's, brother Zac. 
Z. Fun. Prithee Iſaac be quiet—art of navi- 
gation—a—a—'vigayon.——Zooks, that fel- 
low has put me quite out. . 

Gruel. It matters nat ; this day's performance 
has largely fulfill'd your yeſterday's promiſe. 
Z. Fun. Hut I han't half done, the beſt is to 
come ; let me juſt give him that part about 
turnpegs—for the ſloughs, the mires, the ruts, 
the impaſſable bogs, that the languid, but ge- 
nefous, ſteed travelled through ; he now pricks 
vp his cars, he neighs, he canters, he capers 
through a whole region of turnpegs. 


Euter Mrs. Mzcnrix. 


Mrs. Mech. Your riding-mafter is below. 
Z. Fun. Gadſo! then here we muſt oo. 
You? 
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You'll pardon me, good Mr. Gruel; for as [ 
want to be a finiſhed gentleman as ſoon as I 
can, it is impoſſible for me to ſtiek long to any 
one thing. 

Gruel. Sir, Though your exit is rather abrupt, 
yet the multiplicity of your avocations do, (as 
I may ſay) in ſome meaſure, cicatrize the other- 
wiſe mortal wound on this occaſion ſuſtained by 
decorum. 

Z. Fun. Cicatriſe! I could hear him all day. 
He is a wonderful man. Well, Mr. Gruel, to- 
morrow we will at it again. 
Grael. Lou will find me prompt at your ſlight- 
eſt volition: 

Z. Fun. 1 wiſh; brother Ifaac, I could have 
ſtaid, you ſhould have heard me oration way 
like a lawyer, about pleadings and preſidents, 
but all in good time.— [Exit Fuxcus. 

Mrs. Mech. This gentleman, Sir, will gaia 
you vaſt credit. 

Gruel. Yes, ma'am, the capabilities of the 
gentleman, I confeſs, are enormous; and as to 
you I am indebted for this promiſing pupil, you 
will permit me to expunge the obligation by an 
inſtantaneous and gratis lecture on that ſpecies 
of eloquence peculiar to ladies. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, Sir, I have no fort of occa- 


Grael. As to that biped, man, (for ſuch I de- 
fine him to be) a male or maſculine manner be- 
longs— 

Mrs. Mech. Any other time, good Mr. 
Gruel. 

Gruel. So to that biped, woman, ſhe partici. 
Pang of his general ant the word * in 

tin, 
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Latin, being promiſcuouſly uſed as wornati of 
man— _ | 
Mrs. Mech. For Heaven's ſake— f 
Grue!. But being caſt in a more tender and 
delicate mold — 
Ars. Mech. Sir, 1 have twenty people in wait- 

ing— 

| Gruel, The ſoft, ſupple, inſinuating graces— 
Ars. Mech. 1 moſt infilt—— | K 
_ 2 (as I may ſay) in a mote 
a lar, Or cu Ar, manner 2 
% Ach. Nay, then 
. Gruel. Her rank, in the order of entities. 

Mrs. Mech. I muſt thruft you out of my houſe. 

Gruel. Not calling her forth —=—- 

Ars. Mech. Was there ever ſuch a—{ guſbing 
bim out. ] 


Re-enter GrvEL:. 


Gruel. To thoſe eminent, hazardous, and, (as 
I may ſay) perilous conflicts, which ſo often 

Mrs. Mech. Get down ftairs, aud be hang'd 
to you. [ Puſhes bim out.) 1 as I 
live, from the top to the bottom; I hope, I 
han'r done him a miſchicf: You ar'n't hurt, Mr. 
Gruel ?—No, all's ſafe; | hear him going on 
with his ſpeech ; an impertinent puppy! .. 
I. Fun. Impertinent, indeed, I wonder all 
thoſe people don't turn your head, Mrs. Mechlin. 


" Mrs. Mech. Oh, I am pretty well us'd to em. 
But who comes here 1 Mr. Iſaac, if you will ſtep 
into the next room, I have ſomething to commu- 
nicate that well deſerves your attention. 

| [ Exit Isaac Funcus. 
* 
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Enter S1MoN. 


dim. Doctor Catgut at the foot of the ſtairs. 
Mrs. Mech. The devil he is! What can have 
brought him at this time of day? Watch, Simon, 
that nobody comes up whilft he is here. ¶ Exit 
S1MON.] I hope he has not heard of the pretty 
preſent we ſent him to day. | 


Dr. Cat. Madam Mechlin, your humble. I 
have, ma'am, received a couple of compliments 
from your manſion this morning; one I find 
from a lodger of your's, the other I preſume 
from your niece ; but for the laſt, I rather ſup- 

e I am indebted to you. 

Mrs. Mech. Me! indeed, Doctor, you are widel 
miſtaken ; I affure you, Sir, ſince your buſine 
broke out, I have never ſet eyes of her once. 
Dr. Cat. Then I am falſly informed. 

Mrs. Mech. But after all you muſt own it is 
but what you deſerve; | wonder, Doctor, you 
don't leave off theſe tricks. 

Dy. Cat. Why what can I do, Mrs. Mechlin ? 
my conſtitution requires it. | 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed, I ſhould not have thought 


it. | 
Dr. Cat. Then the dear little devils are fo deſ- 
perately fond. 
Mrs. Mech. Without doubt. 
Dr. Cat. And for frolick, flirtation, diligence, 
dreſs and addreſs 
Mrs. Mech. To be ſure. 


& 
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Dr. Cat. For what you call genuine gallantry . 
few men, I flatter myſelf, will be found that can 
match me. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, that's a point given up. 

Dr. Cat. Hark ye, Molly Mechlin; let me 
periſh, child, you look divinely to-day. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed ! | 

Dr. Cat. But that I have two or three affairs 
on. my hands, I ſhould be poſitively rempted to 
trifle with thee a little. 

Mrs. Mech, Ay, but Doctor, conſider I am 
not of a trifling age, it would be only loſing 
your time. 

Dr. Cat. Ha, ſo coy! But a 
this lodger of your's ; who is he, 
he want? 


Molly, 
and what does 
Ars. Mech. Y 


ou have heard of the great Mr. 
Fungus? | 


Dr. Cat. Well! | 
Mrs. Mech. Being informed of your ſkill and 
— he has ſent for you to teach him to 
g· l 
Dr. Cat. Me teach him to fing ! What does 
the ſcouridrel mean to affront me ? 
.. Mech. Affront you 
Dr. C. Why don't you know, Child, that I 
quitred that e 
Mrs. Mech. Not I. 
Dr. Cat. Oh, intirely renounc'd it. 
| Mrs. Mech. Then what may you follow at 
preſent ? 
* Cat. Me! — nothing. I am a poet, my 


Mrs. Mech. A poet! 
Dr. Cat. A The Muſes; you know I was 


the ladies : I ſuppoſe you have 
| pole 


always fond 
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heard of Shakeſpeare, and Shadwell, of Tom 
Brown, and of Milton, and Hudibras ? 

Mrs. Mech. I have. 

Dr. Cat. | ſhall blaſt all their laurels, by gad; 
I have juſt given the public a taſte, but there's a 
belly-full for them in my larder at home. 

Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, you ſurpriſe me ; 
bur pray, is poetry a trade to be learn'd ? 

Dr. Cat. Doubtleſs. Capital as I am, I have 
not acquired it above a couple of years. 

Mrs. Mech. And cou'd you communicate your 
art to another? 

Dr. Cat. To be ſure. Why I have here in 
my pocket, my dear, a whole folio of rhymes, 
from Z quite to great A. Let us fee, A. ay, 
here it begins, A, aſs, paſs, graſs, maſs, laſs, and 
ſo quite thro' the alphabet down to Z. Zounds, 
grounds, mounds, pounds, hounds. 

Mrs. Mech. And what do you do with thoſe 
rhymes ? 

Dr. Cat. Oh, we ſupply them. 
Mrs. Mech. Supply them ? 
Dr. Cat. Ay, fill them up, as I will ſhew 
you. Laſt week, in a ramble to Dulwich, 1 
made theſe rhimes into a duet for a new comic 
opera I have on the ſtocks. Mind, for I look 
upon the words as a model for that fort of writ- 


10g. ; 
Firſt ſne.—Tbere to ſee the ſluggiſh aſs, 
- Through the meatows as we paſs, 
Eating up the farmer's graſs, 


Mrs. Mech. Very pretty. 
| G 2 Dr. 
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Dr. Cat. A*n't it. Then he replies, 


Hear the farmer cry out, zoungs |! 
As be trudges through the grounds, 
Yonder beaſt has broke my mounds ; 
If the pariſb bas no pounds, 
Kill, and give bim to the bounds. 


Then Da Capo, both join in repeating the 
laſt ſtanza; and this tack'd to a tolerable tune, 
will run you for a couple of months. You ob- 
ſerve ? | 

Mrs. Mech. Clearly. As our gentleman is 
deſirous to learn all kinds of things, I can't help 
thinking but he will take a fancy to this. 

Dr. Cat. In that caſe, he may command me 
my dear; and I iſe you, in a couple of 
months, he ſhall know as much of the matter 
as I do. 

Mrs. Mech. At preſent he is a little en- 
gaged, but as ſoon as the honey moon is 
over ; f 

Dr. Cat. Honey- moon]! Why is he going to 
be marry'd ? | 

Mrs. Mech. This Evening, I fancy. 

Dr. Cat. The fineſt opportunity for an intro- 
duction, in nature; I have by me, Ma'am Mech- 
lin, of my own compoſition, ſuch an epithal- 
mium. 

Mrs. Mecb. Thalmium, what's that? 

Dr. Cat. A kind of an elegy, that we poets 
compoſe at the folemnization of wedding. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, ho! 

Dr. Cat. It is ſet to muſſck al 


ready, for I ſtill 
Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech. You do? 
Dr. Cat. Les. What think you now of pro- 


viding a band, and ſerenading the *Squire to 


night? It will be a pretty extempore compli- 
ment. 

Mrs. Mech. The prettieſt thought in the 
world. But I hear Mr. Fungus's bell. You'll 
excuſe me, dear Doctor, you may ſuppoſe we 
are buſy. 

Dr. Cat. No apology then, I'll about it this 
inſtant. 

Mrs. Mech. As ſoon as you pleaſe; any 
thing to get you out of the way. [Afide and 
exit. | 

Dr. Cat. Your obſequious, madam 
Mechlin. But notwithitanding all your fine 
ſpeeches, I ſhrewdly ſuſpect my bleſſed bargain 
at home was a preſent from you; and what ſhall 
I do with it? Theſe little embarraſſes we 
men of intrigue are eternally ſubject to. There 
will be no ſending it back. She will never let 
it enter the houſe —Hey ! gad, a lucky thought 
is come into my head this ſcrenade is finely 
contrived. Madam Mechlin ſhall have her 


couſin again, for I will return her bye-· blow in 


the body of a double baſe-viol ; ſo the Bawd 
ſhall have a concert as well as the Squire. 


[Exit Dr. Carour.] 


END of the Szconp Acr. 
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SCENE Continues. 


Eater IIAR Y, YouxG LovEir, aid IEX NV. 


Harpy. 


E LL your miſtreſs my name is Harpy; 
1 ſhe knows me, and how precious my 
time is. | 

Jen. Mr. Harpy, the attorney of Furnival's 
Inn? {Exit Jenny. 

Har. The fame. Ay, ay, young genticman, 
this is your woman; I warrant your bulineſs is 
done. You knew Kitty Williams, that marry'd 
Mr. Abednigo Potiphar, the Jew broker ? 

Z. Lov. I did. 

Her. And Robin Rainbow, the happy huſ- 
band of the widow Champanſy, from the iſle of 
St. Kitr's ? 

Z. Lov. I have ſeen him. 

Har. All owing to her. Her ſucceſs in that 
branch of buſineſs is wonderful! Why, I dare 
believe, ſince lat ſammer, ſhe has not ſent off 
leſs than forty couple to Edinburgh. 


Y. Lev. Indeed! She muſt be very adroit. 
Har, 
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Har. Adroit ! You ſhall judge. I willtell you 
a caſe : you know the large brick houſe at Peck- 
ham, with a turret at top ? 

7. Lev. Well. 

Har. There liv'd Miſs Cicely Mite, the only 
daughter of old Mite the cheeſemonger, at the 
corner of Newgate-ſtreet, juſt turn'd of fourteen, 
and under the wing of an old maiden aunt, as 
watchful as a dragon—but huſh—l hear Mrs. 
Mechlin, I'll take another ſcaſon to finiſh my 
tale. 

Y. Lov. But, Mr. Harpy, as theſe kind of 
women are a good deal given to goſſiping, I 
wou'd rather my real name was a ſecret till there 
is a fort of neceſſity. 

Har. Gofliping ! She, lord help you, ſhe is 
as Cloſe as a Catholic confeſſur. 

2. Lov. That may be, but you muſt give me 
leave to inſiſt. 

Har. Well, well, as you pleaſe. 


Enter Mrs. MECHLiNn, 


Your very humble ſervant, good madam Mech- 
lin; I have taken the liberty to introduce a 
young gentleman, a friend of mine, to crave 
your aſſiſtance. 

Mrs. Mech. Any friend of yours, Mr. Harpy ; 
won't you be ſeated, Sir. 

. Lov. Ma'am. [They fit down.] 

Mrs. Mech. And pray, Sir, how can I ſerve 

ou ? . 

F Har. Why, ma'am, the gentleman's ſituation 


is but, Sir, you had better ſtate your caſe to 
Mrs. Mechlia yourſelf, | 


Z. Lov. 
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Z. Lov. Why, you are to know, ma'am, that 
I am juſt eſcap'd from the Univerſity, where (I 
need not tell you) you are greatly eſteem'd. 

Mrs. Mech. Very obliging. I muſt own, Sir, 
I have had a very great reſpe& for that learned 
body, ever ſince they made a near and dear friend 
of mine a doctor of mulic. | 

Z. Lov. Yes, ma'am, I remember the gentle- 
man. 
Mrs. Mech. Do you know him, Sir ? I expe& 
him here every minute to inſtruct a lodger of 
mine. 

2. Lev. Not intimately. Juſt arriv'd, but 
laſt night; upon my coming to town I found my 
father deceas'd, and all his fortune devis'd to his 
relict, my mother. 

Mrs. Mech. What, the whole 
_ Lov. Every ſhilling, That is, for her 
ife. 

Mrs. Mech. And to what ſum may it amount? 

. Lev. Why, my mother is eternally telling 
me, that after her, 1 ſhall inherit fifty or ſixty 
thouſand at leaſt. 
Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, a capital ſum. 

Z. Lov. But of what uſe, my dear Mrs. Mech- 
lin, fince ſhe refuſes to advance me a guinea up- 
on the credit of it, and while the graſs grows 
You know the proverb. | 
. Mrs. Mech. What, I ſuppoſe you want ſome- 

thing for preſent ſubſiſtence. 

Z. Lov. Juſt my ſituation. 

Mrs. Mech. Have you thought of nothing for 
yourlelf ? 

Y. Lov. I am reſolv'd to be guided by you. 

Mrs. Mech. What do you think of a wife? 


Z. Lov. A wife x 
„ Ars. 
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Mrs. Mech. Come, come, don't deſpiſe my 
advice; when a young man's finances are low, 
a wife is a much better refource than a ulurer ; 
and there are in this town a number of kind- 
hearted widows, that take a pleaſure in repair- 
ing the injuries done by fortune to handſome 
young fellows. 

Har. Mrs. Mechlin has xcafon. 

Zz. Lov. Bur, dear ma'am, what can I do with 
a wife? 

Mrs. Mech. De! Why, like other young fel- 
lows who marry ladies a little ſtricken in years 
make her your banker and dteward. If you fay 
but the word, before night Il give you a widow 
with two thouſand a year in her pocket. 

. Lov. Two thouſand a year ! a pretty em- 
ployment, if the reſidence cou'd but be diſpens'd 
with. 

Mrs. Mech. What do you mean by reſidence ? 
Do you think a gentleman, like a pitiful trader, 
is to be eternally tack'd to his wife's petticoat: 
when ſhe is in town, be you in the country; as 
ſhe ſhifrs do you ſhift. Why, you need nor 
be with her above thirty days in the year; and 
let me tell you, you won't find a more eaſy con- 
dition; — 5 months ſubſiſtence for one month's 


labour ! 


2. Lev. Two thouſand a year, you are ſure ? 


Mrs. Mech. The leaſt penny. 

Z. Lav. Well, madam, you ſhall diſpoſe of 
me juſt as you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Mech. Very well, if you will call in half 
an hour at fartheſt, I believe we ſhall finiſh the 
bulneſs. 

Y. Lov. In half an hovr ? | 

11 Mrs, 


r 
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Ars. Mech, Preciſely. Oh, diſpatch is the 
very life and ſoul of my trade. Mr. Harpy will 


tell you my terms, you will find them reaſon- 
able enough. 


Har. Oh, I am ſure we ſhall have no diſpute 
about thoſe. 


Z. Lov. No, no. [ Going.] 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, but Mr. Harpy, it may be 
proper to mention that the gentlewoman, the 
party, is upwards of ſixty. 

Z. Lev. With all my heart; it is the purſe, 
not the perſon I want! Sixty! ſhe is quite a girl; 
I wiſh with all my ſoul ſhe was ninety. 

' Mrs. Mecb. Get you gone, you are a devil, 

I fee that. 

Z. Lev. Well, for half an hour, ſweet Mrs. 
Mechlin, adiev. 

[ Exeunt Young Loveit and Harpy. 

Mrs. Mech. Soh | I have provided for my 
dowager from Devonſhire-ſquare, and now to 
cater for my commiſſary. Here he comes. 


Euter Funcus and Bx Doux. 


Fun, 805 in fix weeks —— Oh, Mrs. Mech - 
lin, any news from the lady ? | 

Mrs. Mech. I expect her here every moment. 
She is conſcious that in this ſtep, ſhe deſcends 
from her dignity ; but being deſirous to ſcreen 
you from the fury of her noble relations, ſhe is 
determined to let them ſee that the act and deed 
is intirely her own. 

Fun. Very kind, very  obliging indeed. Bur, 
Mrs. Mechlin, as the family is ſo furious, I 
reckon we ſhall never be reconcil'd. 


Mrs. 


THE COMMISSARY. 62 


Mrs. Mech. I don't know that. When you 
have bought commiſſions for her three younger 
brothers, diſcharg'd the mortgage on the pater- 
nal eſtate, and portioned off eight or nine of her 
ſiſters, it is not impoſſible but my lord may be 
prevailed on to ſuffer your name— 
Fun. Do you think ſo? 

Mrs. Mech. But then a work of time, Mr. 
Fungus. 

Fun. Ay, ay, I know very well things 
of that kind are not brought about in a 
hurry. 

Mrs. Mech. But I muſt prepare matters for 
the lady's reception. 

Fun. By all means. The jewels are ſent to 
her ladyſhip ? 

Ars. Mech. To be ſure. 

Fun. And the ring for her ladyſhip, and her 
ladyſhip's licence? ; 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, and her ladyſhip's parſon 
too; all are prepar'd. 

Fun. Parſon! why won't her ladyſhip pleaſe 
to be marry'd at Powl's ? 

Mrs. Mech. Lord, Mr. Fungus, do you think 
a lady of her rank and condition would bear to 
be ſeen in public at once with a perſon like 
you ? 

Fun. That's true, I—— © | 

Mrs. Mech. No, no; I have ſent to Dr, 
Tickletext, and the buſineſs will be done in the 
parlour below. 

Fun. As you and her ladyſhip pleaſes, good 
Mrs. Mechlin. | 

Mrs. Mech, You will get dreſs'd as ſoon as 
you can. 


H 2 Jun. 
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Fun. I ſhall only take a ſhort leſſon from 
Mr. Bridoun, and then wait her ladyſhip's plea- 
ſure. Mrs. Mechlin, may my brother be by? 

Mrs. Mecb. Ay, ay, provided his being ſo is 
kept a ſecret from her. 

Fun. Never fear. [Exit Mrs. — 


Well, Mr. B:idoun, and you think I am mende 
a little. 


Brid. A great deal. 

Fun. And that in a month or fix weeks I 
may be able to prance upon a long-tail'd horſe 
in Hyde-park, without any danger of falling ? 

Brid. Without doubt. 

Fun. It will be vaſt pl-aſant, in the heat 
of the day, to canter along the King's-road, 
ſide by ſide, with the ladies, in the thick of the 
duſt ; but that I muſt not hope for this ſum- 
mer. 

Brid. I don't know that, if you follow it 
cloſe. 

Fun. Never fcar, I ſhan't be ſparing of— 
But come, come, let us get to our buſineſs — 


John, have the carpenters brought home my 
new horſe ? 


Enter Joan. 


Jobn. It is here, Sir, upon the top of the 
ſtairs. | 
Fun. Then fetch it in, in an inſtant. | Exit 
John.] What a deal of time and trouble there 
goes, Mr. Bridoun, to the making a gentleman. 
And do your gentlemen born now (for I reckon 
you have had of ail forts) take as much pains 

as we do? 
Brid. 
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133 To be ſure; but they begin at an ear- 
a 

a There is ſomething in that; I did not 
know but they might be apter, more cuterer 
now in catching their larning, 

Brid. Diſpoſitions do certainly differ. 

Fun. Ay, ay, ſomething in nater, I war- 
rant, as they ſay the children of blackamoors 
will ſwim as ſoon as they come into the 
world. 


[ Enter Servants with a wooden horſe, 
Oh, here he is, Ods me! it is a ſtatcly fine 
beaſt. 

Brid. Here my lads, place it here 
well, where's your ſwitch, Mr. Fungvs ? 

Fun. I have it. 

Brid. Now let me ſee you vault nimbly into 
our ſeat. Zounds ! you are got on the wrong 
de, Mr. Fungus ? 

Fun. I am ſo, indeed, but we'll ſoon rectify 
that. Now we are right: may 1 have leave to 
lay hold of the mane ? 

Brid. If you can't mount him without. 

Fun. I will try; but this ſteed is fo deviliſh 
tall—Mr. Bridoun, you don't think he'll throw 
me ? 

Brid. Never fear. 

Fun. Well, it he ſhou'd he can't kick, that's 
one comfort, however. 

Brid. Now mind your poſition. 

Fun. Stay till I recover my wind. 
Brid. Let your head be erect. 
Fun. There. 
Brid. And your ſhoulders fall eaſily back. 
Fun. Ho——there, 
1 4 Brig. 


a 


very 
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Brid. Your ſwitch perpendicular in your right 
hand—— Your right hat is it, your left to 
the bridle. 

Fun. There, 

Brid. Your knees in, and your toes out. 

Fun. There. 

Brid. Are you ready ? 

Fun. When you will. 

Brid. Off you go. 

Fun. Don't let him gallop at firſt. 

Brid. Very well: preſerve your poſition. 

Fun. I warrant, | 

Brid. Does he carry you eaſy ? 

Fun. All the world like a cradle. But, Mr. 
Bridoun, I go at a wonderful rate. 

Brid. Mind your knees. 

Fun. Ay, ay, I can't think but this here horſe 
ſands ſtill very near as faſt as another can 


Fun. Ho, Stop the horſe. Zounds ! I'm out of 
the ſtirrups, I can't fit him no longer; there I 
8⁰. [Falls off. 
Brid. IJ hope you ar'n't hurt? 
Fun. My left hip has a little confuſion. 
- » Brid. A trifle, quite an accident, it might 
happen to the very beſt rider in England. 
Fun. Indeed 
Brid. We have ſuch things happen every 
day 4 the manege; but you are vaſtly im- 
W Why, I am bolder a little ; and, 
Mr. Bridoun, when do you think I may venture 
to ride a live horſe ? 


Brid. 
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Brid. The very inſtant you are able to keep 
your ſeat on a dead one. 


Enter Mrs. MEcnLin. 


Mrs. Mech. Bleſs me, Mr. Fungus, how you 
are trifling your time ! I expect lady Sachariſſa 
every moment, and fee what a trim you are in. 

Fun. | beg pardon, good madam Mechlin. 
I'll be equipp'd in a couple of minutes; where 
will her ladyſhip pleaſe to receive? 

Ars. Mech. In this room, to be ſure; come, 
ſtir, ſtir. | 

Fun. I have had a little fall from my horſe. —- 
PU go as faſt as I— Mr. Bridoun, will you lend 
me a lift? Exeunt Fungus and Bridoun. 

Mrs. Mech. There — Jenny, ſhow Mrs. 
Loveit in here Who's there 


Enter Sx RVANTS, 


Pray move that piece of lumber out of the way. 
Come, come, make haſte. Madam, if you'll 
ſtep in here for a moment. 


Enter Mrs. Loveirt. 


Mrs. Lov. So, ſo, Mrs. Mechlin ; well, you 
ſee I am true to my time; and how have you 
throve, my good woman? | 

Mrs. Mech. Beyond expectations. 

Ars. Lev. Indeed! And have you provided 
A Mech 

s. Mecb. Ay, and ſuch a party, you might 

ſearch the town round before you cou'd . * 
w 
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with his fellow: he'll ſuit you in every re- 

ſpect. 

Mrs. Lov. As how, as how, my dear woman? 

Mrs. Mech. A gentleman by birth and by 

breeding, none of your little whipper ſnapper 

Jacks, but a countenance as comely, and a pre- 

lence as portly ; he has one fault indeed, if you 

can but overlook that. 

Mrs. Lov. What is it? 

Ars. Mech. His age. 

Mrs. Love. Age! how, how? 

Mrs. Mech. Why, he is rather under your 

mark, I am afraid; not above twenty at moſt. 

Mrs. Lov. Well, well, ſo he anſwers in every 

thing elſe, we muſt overlook that; for, Mrs. 

Mechlin, there is no expecting perfection below. 

Ars. Mech. True, ma' am. 

Mrs. Lov. And where is he? 

Mrs. Mech. I look for him every minute; if 

you will but ſtep into the drawing-room, I have 

gu him ſuch a picture, that I am ſure he is 
ull as impaticat as you. | 

Ars. Lev. My dear woman, you are ſo kind 
and obliging : but, Mrs. Mechlin, how do I look ? 
don't flatter me, do you thiak my figure will 
ſtrike him ? 

Mr. Mech. Or he muſt be blind. 

Ars. Lev. You may juſt hint black don't be- 
come me, that I am a little paler of late; the 
loſs of a huſband one loves will cauſe an altera- 
tion, you know. | 

Mrs. Mech. True; oh, he will make an al- 
lewance for that. | 
Mrs. Lev. But things will come round in a 
trice. . [Exit Mrs. Loveit. 

| Enter 
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Enter Sto. 


Sim. Madam, miſs Dolly is dizen'd out, and 
every thing ready. 

Ars. Mech. Let her wait for the commiſſary 
here, I will introduce him the inſtant he is 
dreſs'd. [Exit Mrs. Mechlin. 

Sim. Miſs Dolly, you may come in, your aunt 
will be here in an inſtant. 


Euter DoLLy and Jenwy. 


Dolly. Huſh, Simon, huſh, to your poſt. 
Sim. I am gone— [ Exit Simon. 
Dolly. Well, Jenny, and have I the true qua- 
e if had 

en. , ma'am, as if you had been 
bel co the buſineſs; and for figure, I defy the 
firſt of them all. For my part, I think Mr. Fun- 
; gg pwned, when the ſecret comes out I 

't ſee what right he has to be angry. 

Dolly. Oh, when opce he is noos'd, let him 
ſtruggle as much as he will, the cord will be 
drawn only the tighter. R 

en. Ay, ay, we may truſt to your manage- 
IP .. I „ miſs, I ſhall have the honour to 
follow your z there will be no bearing 
this houſe, when once you have left it. 

Dolly. No, Jenny, it would be barbarous to 
rob my aunt of ſo uſeful a ſecond ; beſides, for 
miſtreſs and maid, we rather know one another 
2 little too well. 

Jen. Indeed ! but here comes Mr. Fungus; 
6 _ 
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Dolly. | warrant you, wench. 
Jen. So, I ſee what I have to 

young filly ſrems to be ſecure of her match; 

but I may joſtle ber the wrong {ide the poſt : 


we will have a trial, Sold but 1 muſt ſee 
and find out the brocher. 


Our 


Enter Z. Fux cus, and Mrs. Mcntix. 


Fun. Yes, Scarlet is vaſtly becoming, and 
takes very much with the ladies; quite proper 
too, as | have been in the army. 

Mrs. Mech. Stay where you are till you are 

announc'd to the I dy. Mr. Fungus begs leave 
to throw himſelf at your J:dyſhip's feet. 
Dilly. 't he mon may dra nigh. 
Ars. Mech. Approach. 
Fun. Onx. two, three, ha! Will that do? 
Mrs. Mech. Pretty well. 
Fun. May | begin to make love? 
Mrs, Mb. When you will. | 
Fun. Now ftand my friend, Mr. Gruel. But 
ſhe has ſuch > teal of Sane what * daſhes 
me quite. 

Mrs. Mech. Courage. 

Fun. Here, hold the paper to prompt me in 
caſe I ſbou'd ſtumble Madam, or, May it pleaſe 
your ladyſhip, When I rate the gran- 
deur of your high ginnyalogy. and the mercan- 
tile meanneſs of my dingy deſcent ; when I con- 
fider that your anceſtors, like admiral Anſon. 
ſail'd all round the world in the ark; and that it 
is a matter of doubt, whether I ever bad any 
totefathers or no; I tottet, I tremble, at the 


thoughts 
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thoughts of my towering ambition—Ah—a, is 
not Phaeton next? 

Mrs. Mech. Hey | ¶ Locking at the paper. 
No, Luna. . 

Fung. Right ;z—ambition-—dignity how de- 
bas'd, diſtance how great ; it is as if the link 
ſhou'd demand an' alliance with Luna; or the 
buſhy-bramble coutt the boughs' of the ſtately 
Scotch fir; it is as if. What's next? | 

Mrs Mech, Next—hey !—— I have loſt the 
—— I am afraid Come, come, enough has 

faid ; you have ſhew'd the - ſenſe you en- 
tertain of the honour. Upon theſe occaſions, 
a third perſon is firreſt to cut matters ſhorr. 
Your ladyſhip hears that—— 
Dolly. Yes, yes, L keen weel enough what the 
mon wou'd be at. Mrs. Mechlin has ſpear'd fike 
things in your great commendations, Mr Fun- 
gus, that I cannot but ſay I clik'd a fancy to 
ou from the very beginning. 

" Much oblig'd to Mrs. Mechlin, indeed, 
pleaſe your la*ſhip. — 

-Dolly. You'ken I am of as auncient a family 
1 any North Bron can boaſt. 

Fung. 1 know it full well, pleaſe your la'ſhip. 
Dolly. And that 1 ſhall get the ill-wull of a 
my kin by this match. | 

Fang. I am ſorry for that, pleaſe your le hip. 

Daly. But after the ceremony it will be pro- 
per to withdraw from town for a ſhort ſpace 
— Plea ſh h laſh 

Fun, (c our la'ſhip, what your la'ſhip 
pleaſes Y IPs 

« Dolly. In 1 to gi that goſſip, Scandal, juſt 
time to tire her tongue. 
12 Fun. 
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Fun. True, your la'ſhip. 


Dolly. I mun expect that the folk will mak” 
free wi' my character in chooſing ſike a conſort 
as you. 

Fun. K with me too, pleaſe your la 'ſhip. 
Dolly. WY you, mon! 
Mrs. Mobs Hold your tongue. 


Dolly. Donna you think * honor will dra” 
1 envy en vy 


u 
Oh, to be os, pleaſe your Ila'ſhip. I 
ad — mean that. 

Dally. Weel, I ſay we'll gang into the country. 

Fun. As ſoon as your la hip pleaſes ; I have 
a ſweet houſe hard by Reading, | 

- You ha'; that's right. 

Fun. One of the moſt pleaſanteſt places that 
can be again. ROPE OY" 

Dolh. | Ha' you a 

Fun. Twenty ſtage-coaches drive every day 
by the door, beſides carts and gentlemen's car- 


I 
wy Ab, that will 


252 Mech. DDs 
things prepar d: in the next room the attorney 


waits with the writings. 
your la hip s hand 


Fun. T he honour of 


Dolly. Maiſter Fungus, you're a little too 
haſty. [Exit Dolly. 
Ms. Mech. Not till after the nuptials ; you 
muſt not expect to be too familiar at firſt. 
Fun. Pray, when do you think we ſhall bring 
the bedding about? 

Mrs. Mech. About the latter end of the year, 
when the winter ſets in. 
Fun, Not before 


Enter 
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Enter Young Lovzrr, baſtily. 


T. Lov. I hope, Madam Mechlin, I have not 

— „ wy hour; but I expected Mr. Harpy 
d ca 

Mrs. Mech. He is in the next room with a 
lady. Oh, Mr. Fungus, this gentleman is am- 
bitious of obtaining the nuptial benediction from 
the ſame hands after you. 

Fun. He's heartily welcome: What, and is 
his wife a woman of quality too ? 

Mrs. Mech. No, no, a cit; but monſtrouſly 
rich; but your lady will wonder 

Fun. Ay, ay, but you'll follow; for 1 ſhan'c 
know what to ſay to her when we are alone.— 

[Exit Fungus. 

Mrs. Mech, I will ſend you, Sir, your ſpouſe 
in an inſtant : the gentlewoman is a widow, ſo 
you may throw in what raptures you pleaſe. 

. Lov. Never feac. Exit Mrs. Mechlin. 
And yet this ſcene is ſo new, how to ac- 
quit myſelf—lct me recollet—ſome piece of a 
play now.—** Vouchſafe divine perteion” — 

o, that won't do for a dowager ; it is too 
humble and whining. But ſee, the door opens, 
ſo I have no time for rehearſal ——1 have it— 


« Claſp'd in the folds of love I'll meet my doom, 
« And act my” _— 


Enter Mrs. Lovzrr. 


Mrs. Lov. Hah ! 
7. 


Lov. By ln as mother ! 
Mrs. Lov. That rebel my fon, us I ive! 


. Lov. 
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Z. Lov. The quotation was quite a- propos: 
had it been a little darker, I might have reviv'd 
the ſtory of CEdipus. 
Mrs. + The. So, Sirrah, what makes vou from 
your ſtudies ? 2 * 

2. Lov. A ſmall hint I receiv'd of your in- 
elinations brought me here, mam, in o. 8 
prevent, if pomble, my father's fortune 
going out of the fa 

Mrs. Lev. Your father! how dare you diſturb 
his dear aſhes ; you know weil efttoogh how his 
dear memory meſts me; and that 'at his very 
name my heart is ready to brexk. 
* Lov. Well faid, my old-matron of” Ephe- 

Mrs. Lov. That is what you want, you dif- 
obedient 8 monſter ; but compleat, ac- 
compliſh your crueky : ſend: ae the fame road 
voor villanies fore d your father to take. 10 


Enter Mrs. Mezcitix.” | 


Mrs: Mech Hey-day | What the deuce have 
we ere; ous ol lady in tears? 

V.. Lov." tech a lttle ; that's all. 
Mrs. Ml. Fray, ma' am, er ein oe. 
nn 

. Lov. Lord bleſs ne, Mrs, tech, what 
a blunder you have made. 7 


Mrs. Mich. A blunder ! as how ? 


Mrs. Mech. Not 
Airs. Lov. My own'fon'! thats all, 


Mrs. Mech. Your ſon! 
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Mrs. Lov. Ay, that rebellious, unnatural— 
Mrs. Mech. Blunder indeed! But who cou'd 
have thought it ; why, by your account, ma'am, 
I imagin'd your fon was a child ſcarce out of his 
frocks. 

Mrs. Lev. Here's company coming, ſo my 
reputation will be blaſted for ever. 

Mrs. Mech. Never fear, leave the care on't 
to me, 


Enter Funcus and Dor Lv. 


Fun. What is the matter; you make ſuch a 
noiſe, there is: no ſuch thing as minding the 
writings. ; 

Mrs Mech. This worthy lady, an old friend 
of mine, not having ſet eyes on her ſon ſince 
the death of his father; and being appriſed by 
me, that here ſhe might meet with him, came 
with a rue paternal «ffeQtion to give him a lit- 
tle wholſome advice. 

Mrs. Liv. Well faid, Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Which the young man returned 
in a way fo brutal and barbarous, that his poor 
mother—be comforted, ma'am ; you had better 
repoſe on my bed. 

Mrs. Lov. Any where to get out of his ſight. 
Mrs. Mech. Here, Jenny, ; 
Mrs. Lov. Do you think you can procure me 
another party. 

Mrs. Mech. Never doubt it. 

Mrs. Lov. Ugh, ugh — Exit cougbing. 

| Mrs. Mech. Bear up a little, ma'am. 

Fan. Fye upon you, you have thrown the 
old gentle woman into the ſtericks. * th. 
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7. Lov. Sir! 


Fun. You a man, you are a ſcandal, a ſhame 
to your ſe. 


Enter Dr. Carour. 


Dr. Cat. Come, come, Mrs. Mechlin, are 
the couple prepar'd ; the fiddles are tun'd, the 
bows ready roſin'd, and the whole band—Oh, 
you, Sir, are one I reckon, but where is 
the—Ab, Dolly, what are you here, my dear ? 

Dolly. Soh |! | 

Fun. Dolly | Who the devil can this be? 

Dr. Cat. As nice and as ſpruce too, the bride- 
maid I warrant : Why you look az blooming, 
you ſlut. 

Fun. What can this be? hark ye, Sir! 

Dr. Cat. Well, Sir. 

Fun. Don't you think you are rather too fa- 
miliar with a lady of her rank and condition ? 

Dr. Cat. Rank and condition : what, Dolly ? 

Fun. Dolly ! what a plague poſſeſſes the man; 
this is no Dolly, I tell you. 

Dr. Cat. No! 

Fun. No, this is lady Scracariſſa Mackirkin- 
croſt. 

Dr. Cat. Who? 

Fan. Deſcended from the old, old, old carl of 
Glendowery. 

Dr. Cat. What ſhe, Dolly Mechlin ? 

Fun. Dolly Devil, the man's out of his wits, 


2 Enter 


THE COMMISSARY. 


64 


Euter Mrs. MzcnLin. 


Oh, Mrs. Mechlin, will you ſet this matter 
to rights ? 

Mrs. Mech. How, Dr. t! 

Fu. The ſtrangeſt fellow here has danc'd up- 
ſtairs, and has Dolly, Dolly, Dolly'd my lady; 
who the plague can he be ? 

De. Cat. Oh, a-propos, Molly Mechlin, what 
is this the man that is to be married ? the mar- 
riage will never hold good; why he is more 
frantie and madder 

Fun. Mad ! John fetch me the foils ; I'll carte 

and tierce you, you ſcoundrel. 


Enter l3aac Fungus and Ixuuv. 


I. Fun. Where's brother, it a'n't over; you 
be'n't marry'd, I hope. 

\Z- Fn. No, I believe not; why, what is 

J Fun. Pretty hands you are got into! Your 
gk —_——— z what this he yer 
warrant; ay, u is painted; 
do you know who ſhe is ? 888 

Z. Fun. Who ſhe is f without doubt. 

J. Fun. No, you don't, brother Zac. only the 
ſpawn of that devil incarnate, dreſa d out az— 
Z. Fun. But hark ye, Iſaac, are don't be 
in a hurry—are you ſure— 

Z. Fu. Sure the girl of the houſe, abhor- 
ring their ſcandalous project, has freely confeſſed 
the whole ſcheme. Jenny, ftand forth, and an- 
ſwer boldly to what I ſhall aſk, Is not this weneh 
the woman's niece of the houſe ? 


£5 Jen. 
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Jen. I fancy ſhe will hardly deny it. 

1. Fun. And is not this miſtreſs of youn a 
moſt profligate | 

Mrs. Mech. Come, come, Maſter Iſaac, J will 
ſave you the trouble, and cur this matter ſhort 
in an inſtant:— well then, this girl, this Dolly, 
is my niece; and what then? 

Z. Fun. And ar'n't you aſhamed? © 

2. Lov. She aſham'd ! 1 wou'd have told you, 
but I con'd not get you to liſten; why ſhe brought 
me here to marry my mother. 

Z. Fun. Marry your mother ! Lord. have 
mercy on us, what a monſter | to draw a young 
man in to be guilty of incenſe. But hark ye, 
brother Iſaac, [ zbey retire 

Dr. Cat. Gads my life, what a 3 
1 haye help'd to deſtroy ; but comte, Dylty; 111 
pw thy broken fortunes again; thou haft a 
1 — pretty voice, I' teach thee a thi and a 

3 rch thee amongſt the boughs at one of 
the 1 ; and then as à miſtreſs, which, as 
the world goes, is a much better ſtation than 
that of: a: wife, not the proudeſt of them all 

Mrs. Mech. Miſtreſs! No, no, we have not 
managꝰ d our matters ſo ,. Hark Je, Mir. 
: Conimiffary. | - 4 


S Þ o! 


e 
Mrs.: Mech. Do you- propoſe to conſummate 


you nuptials ? 
queſtion, indeed, 


'Z: Fin." That's a pretty 
. . Mrs. Mech. You bave no objeQion then te 
paying the penalty, the contract here that Mr. 
| Harpy has drawn. 
Z. Fun. The contract, hey, brother Iſaac. 
J. Fun. Let me ſeg -u. 

Ars. 
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Mrs. Mech. Soft you there, my maker of 
candles, it is as well where it is; but you need 
not doubt of its goodneſs : I promiſe you the 
beſt advice has been taken. | 

Z. Fun. What a damn'd fend, what a harpy! 

Mrs. Mech. And why ſo, my good maſter 
Fungus; is it becauſe I have practis'd that trade 
by retail which you have carried on in the groſs? 
What injury do I do the world ? I feed on their 
follies, tis true; and the game, the plunder, is 
fair; but the fangs of you and your tribe, 


A whole people have felt, and for ages wil feel: 
To their candour and Juſtice I make my appeal; 
T ho? a poor humble ſcourge in a national cauſe, 
As I truſt I deferve, I demand your applauſe. 
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P R OL O G u E. 


Written and Spoken by Mr. GznTLEMaAn: 


ROLOGUES, like cards of liment, we 
P Moſt as unmeaning as politely hind ; my 
To beg a favour, or to plead excuſe, 

Of beth appears to be the gen'ral uſe. 

Shall my words, tipt with flattery, prepare 

A kind exertion of your tend reſl care ? 
Shall I preſent our Author to your fight, 
A pale and trembling for his fate this night ®? 
Shall I follicit the moſt po iu arms +4, 
To aid his cauſe—the force of beauty's charms ? 
Or tell each critic, bis approving taſte 
Muſt give the flerling ſiamp, wherever plac'd ? 
This might be done—but ſo to ſcel applauſe 
Argues a conſcious weakneſs in the cauſe. 
Nolet the Muſe in ſimple truth appear, 
Reaſon and Nature are the judges here : ; 
If by their flrift and ſeif- deſcribing laws, . 
The ſev ral characters to-night ſhe draus; 
if rom the whole a pleaſing piece is made, 

n the true principles of light and ſhade ; 
Struck with the harmony of juſt dejign, 
Your eyes—your ears —your hearts, will all combine 
To grant applauſe :—but if an erring hand 
Grefs difpr aportion marks in motley band, 
If the group'd figures falſe connexions ſhow, 
And glaring colours without meaning gli, 
Your wounded feelings, turn'd a diff rent way, 
I ill juftly damn—th* abortion of a play. 

As Farguhar has abſerd d, cur Engliſh law, 
Like a fair ſpreading oak, the Muſe ſbauld draw, 
By Providence defign'd, and wiſdom made 
For hongſiy to thr we beneath its ade; 

Yet from its boughs ſ1:me inſets ſhelter find, 
Dread to each nobler feeling of the mind, 


Nis thrive, alas ! tos well, and never ceaſe 


To prey on Juſlice, property, and peace. 
2 


PROL OGUE 


* Alluding to Mr. Garrick's Prologue to the Jubilee. 
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Enter Serjearit CIix cuir and CHARLOT. 
CHARLOT. 


by 
* 


— 


8 
be ſo blind upon this. 
SERJEANT. 
But. where are your proofs, Charlot ? What 
ſignifies your opening matters which your evi- 
dence cannot ſupport ? 
| CHARLOT. 
ſtrong circumſtances in every 


Surely, Sir, 


court ſhould have weight. 
B $ E R- 
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SERJEANT. 


So they have collaterally, child, that is by way 
as it were of corroboration, or where matters are 
doubtful ; then indeed, as Plowden wiſely, ob- 
ſerves © Les circonſtances ajout beaucoup de- 
* poids aux faits.” ou underſtand me? 


CHARLOT, 
Not perfectly well. 
| SERJEANT. 


Then to explain by caſe in point; A, we 
will ſuppoſe, my dear, robs B of a watch upon 
Hou heath—dy'e mind, child ? 


CHARLOT. 


I do, Sir. 
SERJEANT. 

A, is taken up and indifted ; B ſwears poſi- 

tively to the idenity of A.—Dy'e obſerve ? 
CHARLOT. 

Attentively. 

SERJEANT. 

Then what does me A, but ſets up the alibi 
C, to defeat the affidavit of B.—You take me. 
CHARLOT. 
Clearly. e 

SERJEANT. 
So far you ſee then the ballance is even. 


CHARLOT. 
True. 


SERJEANT. 
But then to turn the ſcale, child, againſt A, in 
favour of B, they produce the circumſtance D, 
viz. B's watch found in the pocker of A; _ 
; which 
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which, the teſtimony of C being contradicted 
by B,—no, by D,—why then A, that is to ſay C, 
—no D,—oining B, they convict C, —no, no, 


A, inſt the affidavit of C.—So this being 
pretty clear, child, Leave the application to you. 
CHARLOT, 

Very obliging, Sir. But ſuppoſe now, Sir, it 
7 chat the attention of Sir Luke 
Limp is directed to ſome other object, would 
not induce you to 
SERJEANT. 
Other object! Where? 


C HARLO r. 
In this very houſe. 
SERJEANT. 


Here ! why the girl is non compos; there's 
nobody here, child, but a parcel of Abigals. 
CHARLOT. | 


No, Sir ? 


SERJEAN T, 
No. 


CHARLOT, 

Yes, Sir, one perſon elſe. 
SERJEANT. 

Who is that ? 

| C HARL Or. 


But remember, Sir, my accuſation is confined 
to Sir Luke. 


sERIE ANT. 


Well, well. 


3 2 CH A R- 
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CHARLO r. 


Suppoſe then, Sir, thoſe powerful charms 
wich made a conqueſt of you, may have ex- 


tended their empire over the heart of Sir Luke? 
SERJEANT. = 


Why, huſſy, you don't hint at yoyr mother- 
in-law ? | 


C HARL Or. 
Indeed, Sir, but I do. 
SERJEANT. 
Ay; why this is point blank treaſon againſt 
my 4 — but — Charlot, 
bring proof of any overt acts? 
C HARLO T 


Overt acts 


s EKR I EAN. | 
Ay; that is any declaration by writing, ar 
. of mouth is ſufficient ; then let em 
demur if they dare. . 
| CHARLOT. 
I can't ſay that, Sis; but anorher organ has 
been pretty explicit. 
SERJEAN T. 
Which ? 


CHARLOT. 
In thoſe caſes a very infallible one—the eye. 
8 SERIE ANT. 

Pſhaw ! nonſenſe and ſtuff. —The eye The 
eye has no authority in a court of law. 
CHARLOT. 


Perhaps not, Sir; but it is a deciſive evidence 
in a court of love. 
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SERJEANT. | 
Hark huſſy, why would not file an 
;oformerten aan ths vine of modem yite 
mother; you would not infinuate that ſhe has 
been guilty of crim. con. ? | 
CHARLOT. 
Sir, you miſtake me; it is not the lady, but 
the gentleman I am about to impeach. 
SERJEAN T. 


| Have a care, Charlot! I ſee on what ground 
your action is founded—yealouſy 


CHARLOT. 
You were never more deceiv'd in your life; 


for it is im dear Sir, that jealouſy can 
ſubſiſt 12 ; f 


SERJEANT. 
Well. 
CHARLOT. 
And from that paſſion (thank heaven) I am 
pretty free at pfeſent. 


Indeed ! 


SERJEANT. 


| CHARLOT. 
A ſweet object to excite tender deſires? 
| SERJEANT. 
And why not, hufly ? 4 
CHARLOT. 
Firſt as to his years, 


SERJEANT. 
What then ? 


CHAR: 
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3 CHARL,OT. 
| wo, Sir, age procures honot, but 1 believe 
ies very rarcly productive of love. 
J6':5 NIEL 
Mighty welt. 
RIO AIDS. 
And tho” the loſt of a leg can't be i * 
Sir Luke Limp as 4 alt imputed 
* SERIE ANT. 
O HAN Lor. 
Ibope, Sir, at leaſt you wilt allow it a misfor- 


Indeed! 


- 


SBRIEANT. 


 CHARLOT. 
thing truly, for a girl, at my time of 
foot in the 


A pretty 
life, to be ty'd to a mm wh one 


| SERJEANT. | | 
One foot in the grave! the reſt of his body is 
not a whit the nearer bag n 75 been 
only an execution 3 againſt part of his per- 
4 his real eſtate is unencumbered and Free 
des, you ſee he does not mind it a whit, 
but is as alert, and as as a defendant after 
non-ſuiting a plaintiff for omitting an 8s. 
| CHARLOT. 
O! Sir! I know how Sir Luke is of his 
leg, and have often heard bim declare, that he 
would not change his bit of timber for the beſt 
fleſh and bone in the kingdom. 
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- SERJEANT. 
There's a hero for you 


CHARLOT. 


To be ſure, ſuſtaining unavoidable evils 
— is a certain ſign of greatneſs of 
mi 


Doubtleſs. 


SERJEAN T. 


CHARLOT. ; 
But then to derive a vanity from a misfeetune, 
will not I'm afraid be admitted as a vaſt inſtance 
of wiſdom, and indeed looks as if the man had 
nothing better to diſtinguiſh himſelf by. 
' SERJEAN T. 
How does that follow ? 


CHARLOT. 
Dy inunendo. 


1 SERJEANT. 
rer. CHARLOT. 
Beſides, Sir, I have other proofs of your he- 
_ ro's rene. 


8 SERjJEANT. 
Cite them. | 
CHARLOT. 


The paltry ambition of levying and following 


ritles. 
SER JEANT. 
Tus! I don't underſtand you? 
CHARLOT. 


I mean the poverty of faſtening in public upon 
men of diſtinction, for no other reaſon bur — 
6 ca 


— — - ”—— —  - — - 
4 


| 
'v 
1 
1 
| 
. 
8 
; 
4 
| 
| 
1 
| 
' 


—— Og 4 * = * 


s THE LAME LOVER: 


cauſe of their rank ; adhering to Sir John till 

the Baronet is ſuperceded by my Lord; quittin 

the puny Peer for an Earl and crilicing all 

three to a Duke, | 
SERJEANT. . 

Keeping good company ! a laudable ambition! 
CHARLOT. 

True, Sir, if the virtues that procur'd the 
father a peerage, could with that be entail'd on 


the ſon. 
Sik SERJEANT. 
Have a care, huſſy there are ſevere laws 
inſt ſocaking evil of dioniti 1 
CHARLOT. 
Sir! 


SERJEANT. 
Scandalum 


is a ſtatute muſt not be 

trifled with: why you are not one of thoſe vi 

ſluts that think a man the worſe for being a Lord? 
r er 

No, Sir; I am contented with only, not think - 

SERJEANT. | 

i For all this, I believe, huſſy, a right honour- 

able propoſal would ſoon make you alter your 

mind. | 

Not 


CHARLOT. 
had other qualities 


SERJEANT. 
Not a whit the leſs honeſt for that. 
CH A R- 
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| CHARLOT. 
It occaſions one evil at leaſt ; that when 
under its influence, he generally reveals all, 


ſometimes more than he knows. 
$421 ELF 
Proofs of ah open temper, you baggage : but, 


foes, come, elf pth aro buy willitg objections. 
CHARLOT. 


You mean, Sir, they prove the object a trie. | 
SERFEANT. 


Why you pert jade, do you play on my words? 
. 1 fay Sir Luke is— 


CHARLOT. 
* SERJEANT:. 


{ how the deuce do you make that 
EE, attained or out- 
azeſty's courts ſue 


acquire, Che, procure, purchaſe, 


PR and inherit, not only perſonalities, ſuch 
as goods, and chattels, but even realities, as 


all lands, tenements, and hereditaments, what - 
ever, and whereſoever. 

CHARLOT. 
But, Sir— 

SERJEAN T, 
Nay, further child, he may ſell, give; be- 
ſtow, bequeath, devide. demiſe, le or to 
farm lett, ditto lands, to any perſon whomſocver 


— 


C CHA Re 
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''CHARLOT. 
| Without doubr, Sir ; but there are notwith- 


ſtanding in this town a great number of nobo- 
dies, not deſcribed by lord Coke, 


SERJEANT. 
Hey! X 
CHARLOT. 
There is your next-door neighbour, Sir Har- 
ry Hen, an abſolute blank. 


SERJEANT. 
How fo, Mrs. Pert? 


_ CHARLOT. 

What, Sir! a man who is not ſuffer'd to hean, 
ſee, ſmell, or in ſhort go enjoy 33 
one of his ſenſes; who, inſtead of having a po- 
fitive will of his own, is deny'd even a ne- 
gative; who can neither reſolve or , conſent 
2 without firſt. the of his 
y: an abſolute monarch to ſink into the 


| | ———_ 


SERJEANT. 
Why, to be fure, Sir Harry Hen, is as I may 


fay— 
* r 
Nobody Sir, in the fulleſt ſenſe of the word 
Then your client Lord Solo. 
SERJEANT. 
Why you would not annihilate a 
peer of the realm, with a prodigious eſtate and 
— JO of the elegant arts. 


CH A R- 
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CHARLOT, 


O yes, Sir, I am no ſtranger to that noble- 
man's attributes; but then, Sir, pleaſe to conſi- 
der, his power as a peer he gives up to a proxy; 
the direction of his eſtate, to a rapacious, artful 
: and as to his ſkill in the elegant arts. 
I preſume you confine them to painting and 
muſic, he is directed in the firſt by Mynheer 
Van Eiſel, a Dutch dauber ; and in the laſt is 
but the echo of Signora Florenza, his lord- 
ſhip's miſtreſs and an opera ſinger. 


SERJEANT. 
Mercy upon us! at what a rate the jade runs ! 


CHARLOT. 

In ſhort, Sir, I define every individual who, 
ceaſing to act for himſelf, becomes the tool, the 
mere engine of another man's will, to be nothing 
more than a cypher. 

: SERJEANT. 

Ar this rate the jade will half unpeople the 
world : but what 1s all this to Sir Lake? ro 
kim, not one of your caſes apply. 
| CHARLOT. 


Every one—Sir Luke has not a firſt princi- 
ple in his whole compoſition ; not only his plea- 
ſures, but even his paſſions are pro by 
others; and he is as much directed to the ob- 
jects of his love and his hatred, as in his eating, 
drinking, and dreſſing. Nay, though he 1s 
aQive, and eternally buſy, yet his own private 
affairs are neglected; and he would not ſcruple 
ro break an appointment that was to determine 
2 conſiderable part of his property, in order to 

1 88 exchange 
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a couple of hounds for a lord, or to 
a pad-nag for a lady. In a yord—but he's 

at hand, and will explain himſelf beſt; I hear 

his ſtump on the ſtairs. 

SERJEANT. 


CHARLOT, 
Lover! ha, ha, ha! 


Enter Sir Luxx Liur. 
Sir LUKE. 

Mr. Serjeant, your flave—Ah! are you there 
my little—O Lord | Miſs, let me tell you 
ſomething for fear of forgetting—Do you know 
that you are new chriſten'd, and have had me 


for a goſſip? 
| CHARLOT. 


Chriſten'd | 1 don't underſtand you, | 


Sr LUKE. 

Then lend me your ear— Why laft night, as 
Colonel KilFem, Sir William Weezy, Lord Fre- 
derick and I were careleſsly ſliding the 
Ranelagh round, picking our teeth, after a 
damn'd muzzy dinner at Boodle's, who ſhould 
trip by but an abbeſs, well known about town, 
with a ſmart little nun in her ſuite. Says Weezy 
(who, between ourſelves is as huſky as hell) 
Who is that ? odds The's a delicate wench ! 
Sounds ! cried Lord ick, where can 
bad 5 have been, not to have ſeen the Harietta 

cfore ? for you muſt Know Frederick is a big 
of Macaroni, and aderes the ſoft Italian termi 
nation in 4. | 
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CHARLOT. 
He does ? | 
Sir LUKE. 


Yes, a delitanti all over.—Before ? 

Weezy ; cruſh me if ever I fav nay thing b 

ſo handſome before No! replied I in an in- 

tant ; Colonel, what will _ ſay when be 

ſces the Charlotta ?—Hey ! you little 
CHARLOT, 

© Meaning me, I preſume. 

Sir LUKE. 


Without doubt; and you have been toaſted 
by that name ever ſince. 


SERJEANT. 
What a vaſt fund of ſpirits he has! 
Sir LUKE. 
And why not, my old ſpliceer of enn f 
SERJEANT. ' 
I was juſt telling Charlot, that you was not 8 
odic chi worſe the the to. 
Sir L UK E. 

The worſe ! much the better, my dear. Con- 
fider, I can have neither ſtrain, — ſpavin, 
or gout; have no fear of corns, kibes, or that 
another man ſhould kick my ſhins, or tread on 
my toes. 


— — 


SERJEANT. 
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No! 
Sir LUKE. | 
No, damn it, I am much better. Look 
there—Ha !—What is there I am not able to 
do? To be ſure I am a little aukward at run- 
ning; but then, to make me amends, I'll hop 
oh coy ani fo rows for hiv fm. 
SERJEANT. 
Ay, and I'll go his halves. ©] 
Sir LUKE. 

Then as to your dancing; I am cut out at 
Madam Cornelly's, I grant, becauſe of the 
croud ; but as far as a private ſet of fix couple, 
or moving a chair-minuet, match me who can. 

CHARLOT. 
A chair-minuet l I don't underſtand you. 

Sir L UK E. 
Whx, child, all grace is confined to the mo- 
don of the head, arms, and cheſt, which may 
fitting be as fully diſplayed, as if one had as 
many legs as a polypus.—As thus—tol de ro! 
don't you ice ? l 
SERJEANT. 


Very plain. 
3 Sir L U K E. 2 

A leg ! a redundancy ! a mere nothing at all. 
Man is from nature an extra t creature. In 
my opinion, we might all be full as well as we 
are, with but. half the things that we have. 


ILY O12 CHARLOT., 
AY. Sir Luke; how do you prove that? 


Sir 
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Sir L U K E. 


conſtant experience. ou muſt have ſeen 
* who makes and uſes pens without hands. 


SERJEANT. 


I have. 
Sir LUKE. 
And not a twelvemonth I loſt my way 
in a fog, at Mile-End, and was conducted to 


my houſe in May-Fair by a man as blind as a 
beetle. | 


SERJEANT. 
Wonderful ! : 


2 


Sir LURE. 
And as to hearing and ſpeaking, thoſe or- 
gans are of no manner of uſe in the world. 
SERJEANT. 


Sic LUKE. 
If you doubt it, I will introduce you to a 
whole family, dumb as oyſters, and deaf as the 
dead, who chatter from morning till night by 
only the help of their fingers. 
SERJEANT. 
Why, Charlot, theſe are caſcs in point. 


| Sir LUKE. 

Oh! clear as a trout-ſtream ; and it is not 
only, my little Charlot, that this piece of timber 

b 2 „ but it has procured me 
many a bit of fun in my time. 
SERJEANT. 


How ! 


Ay! 
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| Sir LUKE. 
; Why, it was but laſt ſummer, at Tunbtidge, 
ve were pl the whole ſeaſon dy a buller- 
headed Swiſs from the canton of Bern, who was 
always boaſting, what, and how much he dared 
do; and then, as to pain, no Stoic, not Dio- 
genes, held it more in contempt.—By gods, he 
vas no more minds it dan notings at all-So, 
foregad, I gave my German a challenge. 
9 SERJEANT. 

As how! —Mind, Charlot. 


Sc LUKE _ 
Why to drive a corkin pin into the calves of 
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Mine, may imagine, was eaſily done 
but when it came to the Baron— ly 
Blk." SERJEANT. 


Sic LU k E. 
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* ſwer is deſired.” Gadſo! a little unlucky ; 
I have been engag d for theſe three weeks, 
SERJEANT. * 
What, I find Sir Gregory is return'd for the 
corporation of Pleeſum. 
Sir LUKE. 
Is he ſo? Oh ho !—That alters the caſe.— 


George, give my compliments to Sir Gregory, 
and I'll certainly come and dine there. "Grder 
Joe to run to alderman Inkle's, in Threadneedle- 
ſtreet ; ſorry can't wait upon him, but confin'd 
to bed two days with new influenza. 
 _CHARLOT. 
You make light, Sir Luke, of theſe ſort of 


engagements. 
Sir LUKE. 


What can a man do? Theſe damn'd fel- 
lows (when one has the misfortune to meet 
them) take ſcandalous advantage ; teaze, When 
will you do me the honour, pray, Sir Luke, to 
take a bit of mutton with me? Do you name 
the day.— They are as bad as a beggar, who 
attacks your coach at the mounting of a hill 
there is no getting rid of them, without a penny 
to one, and a promiſe to other. 
SERJEANT. 

True; and then for ſuch a time too—three 
weeks ! I wonder they expect folks to remem- 
ber. It is like a retainer in Michaelmas term 

for the ſummer aſſizes. 

Sir LUKE. 
Not but, upon theſe occaſions, no man in 


E. d is more punctual than 
ngland is p 0 FEW 


© [ 
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Enter a Servant, who gives Sir Luke a Letter. 
From whom ? | 
mA SERVANT. 


Earl of Brentford. The ſervant waits for an 
anſwer. 


Sir L U k E. 


Anſwer !—By your leave, Mr. Serjeant and 
Charlot. [ Reads. © Taſte for mufic—Monſ. 
« Duport—fail—Dinner upon table at five” — 
Gadfo ! I hope Sir Gregory's ſervant an't gone. 

SERVANT. | 
- Immediately upon receiving the anſwer. 


Sir LUKE. 1 2 

Run after him as faſt as you can— tell him, 

uite in deſpair—recolle&t an engagement that 
7 t in nature be miſſed, —and return in an in- 


t. 
C HARL Or. 


You ſee, Sir, the Knight muſt give way for 
my Lord. 


| Sir L Uk E. 

No, faith, it is not that, my dear Charlot ; 
you ſaw that was quite an extempore bufineſs. 
No, hang it, no, it is not for the title; but 
to tell you the truth, Brentford has more wit 
than any man in the world; it is that makes 
me fond of his houſe. 

CHARLOT. 
By the choice of his company he gives an un- 
anſwerable inftance of 1 


ay 


- Si 
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Sir LUKE, 


You are right, my dear girl. But now to 
give you a proof of his wit : You know Brent- 
rd's finances are a little out of repair, which 
procures him ſome viſits that he would very 


gladly excuſe. 
SERJEANT. q 


What need he fear? His perſon is ſacred ; 
for by the tenth of William and Mary— 


Sir LUKE. 
2 knows that well enough; but for all 
SERJEANT. 
Indeed, by a lare a& of his own houſe, (which 


does them infinite honour) his goods or chattels 
sir LUKE. 

Seiz'd upon when they can find them; but 
he lives in ready-furniſh'd lodgings, and hires 
his coach by the month. 

SERJEAN T. 
Nay, if the ſheriff return © non inventus“ — 


Sir I. U K E. 


A pox o' your law, you make me loſe ſight 
of my ſtory. One morning, a Welch coach- 
maker came with his bill romy Lord, whoſe name 
was unluckily Loyd. My Lord had the man 
up. You are call'd, I think, Mr. Loyd ?— 
At your Lordſhip's ſervice, my Lord. 


What, Loyd with an L ?—lt was with an L. in- 
deed, my Lord.—Becauſe in your part of the 
world I have heard that Loyd and Floyd were 
* 4 D 2 ſyno- 


» THE LAME LOVER. 


ſynonymous, the very ſame names.— Very often 
indeed, my lord. —But you always | our's 
with an L ?—Always.—That, Mr. is 3 
- little unlucky ; for you muſt know I am now 
paying my debts alphabetically, and in four or 
five years you might have come in with an F; 
but | am afraid I can give you no hopes for 
your L.—Ha, ha, ha | 


Enter a Savant. 


SERVANT. 
There was no overtaking the ſervant. 


* Sir LUKE. 
| That is unlucky : tell my Lord I'll attend 
him, —T'll call on Sir Gregory myſelf, 


SERJEANT. 
Why, you won't leave us, Sir Luke ? 


; Sir LUKE. 

„ Pardon, dear Serjeant and Charlotta; have a 
thouſand things to do for half a million of peo- 
ple poſitively ; promiſed to procure a huſband 
for Lady Cicely Sulky, and match a coach-horſe 
| for Brigadier Whip; after that, muſt run into 
7 the city to borrow a for young At-all 
| at Almack's ; ſend a Cheſhire cheeſe by the 
e* ſtage to Sir Timothy Tankard in Suffolk ; and 
get at the Herald's Office a coat of arms to 
clap on the coach of Billy Bengal, a nabob 
ws lad ſo you ſee I have not a moment 
to lole. 


SERJEANT, 
True, trus. 
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Se L U K E. Y 
At your toilet to-morrow at ten you may— 


Enter à SzrvanT abruptly, and runs againſt 
Sr Luxx. 


Can't you ſee where you are running, you raf- . 


cal! 
| SERVANT. 
Sir, his grace the Duke of — 
Sir LUKE. 
Grace !—Where is he? Where — 
SERVANT. 
In his coach at the door.—If you an't better 
would be glad of your company to go 
into the city, and take a dinner at Dolly's. 
sir LUKE. 
In his own coach did you ſay ? 
SERVANT. 


"1 


Yes, Sir. 
Sir LUKE. » 
With the coronets—or— 
SERVANT. 
I believe ſo. 
2 Sir LUKE. 
There's no reſiſting of that. —Bid Joe run to 
Sir Gregory Gooſe's. # 
SERVANT. 
He is already gone to alderman Inkle's, 
Sir LUKE. 
Then do you ſtep to the Knight—hey !—no— 
you muſt go to my Lord's hold, hold, 8 
I ave 
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have it—Step firſt to Sir Greg's, then pop in at 
Lord Brentford's juſt as the company are going 
to dinner. 

SERVANT. 
What ſhall I ſay to Sir Gregory? 
w LUEER 
Any thing—what I told you before. 
SERVANT. 
And what to my Lord ? 


Sr LUKE. 


What !—Why tell him = my . from 
Epſom—no—that won't or he knows I 
don't care a farthing for him—hey !—Why tell 
him—hold I 1 _ that fg 

ing into my chair to is com 1 
—_ tet fy « of bailiffs, forced into 
a hackney coach, carried to the Py'd Bull 
in the Borough; I beg ten thouſand pardons 
for making his grace wait, but his grace knows 
my misfor —— [Exit Sir Luke. 

CHARLOT. 
Well, Sir, what dy'e think of the ?I 


flatter myſelf I have pretty well eſtabliſhed my 
caſe. 


SERJEANT. 


Why, huſſy, you have hit upon points; but 
then they are but trifling flaws, they don't viti- 
ate the title, that ſtands unimpeach'd ; and— 
But, madam, your mother. 


Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Cirxcvirt. 


R | Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

What have you done with the Knight ?—Wh 
you have not let him depart ? : 
CHARLOT. 

It was not in my power to keep him. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 


I don't wonder at that; but what took him 
away? 


e 


CHARLOT. 


Duke at the door. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Are you certain of that ? 
SERJEANT. 


Why truly, chuck, his retreat was rather pre · 
eipitate for a man that is juſt going to be mar- 


ry'd. 
| Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

proſpect of marriage does not always 
prove the ſtrongeſt attachment. 
SERJEANT. 

Pardon me, lovee ; the law allows no higher 
conſideration than marriage. 
Mrs, CIRCUIT, 


Pſhaw |! 
SERJEANT. 


Inſomuch, that if duke A- was to intermarry 
with chambermaid B, difference of condition 
would prove no bar to the ſettlement. 


Mrs. 


What will at any time take him away—a 


* 
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' Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Indeed! 
n 
Ay; and this was held to be law by Chief · ba- 


Bind em, on the famous caſe of the Marquis 
and Fanny Flip-flap the French 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 


you— | | 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
To me! Oh, by no means in the world; I 
good a ſubject to defire the leaſt delay 
in the law's execution: and when d'ye fer out? 
SERJEANT. 
Between one and two; I ſhall only juſt give 
a law lecture to Jack. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT, 

Lord l I wonder Mr. Circuit you would breed 
that boy up to the bar. 

; SERJEANT. 

Why not, chuck ? He has fine ſteady 
and for his time moots a point— * 

Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

Steady ! ſtupid you mean : nothing ſure cou'd 
add to his heavineſs but the being with 
law. Why don't you put him into the army ? 
8 E R- 
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SERJEANT. | 
Nay, chuck, if you chooſe it, I believe 1 
have intereſt to get Jack a commiſſion. ; 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 


Why, Mr. Circuit, you know he is no ſon of 


mine; perhaps a may animate the lad 
with ſome fire. 


AND SERJEANT. 

True, lovee; and a knowledge of the law 
mayn't be amiſs to reſtrain his fire a little. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

I believe there is very little danger of his ex- 

ceeding that way. ä 
SERJEANT. 
Charlot, ſend hither your brother.. 
[Exit Charlot. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
I'll not interrupt you 
 SERJEANT. - f 
Far from ĩt, lovee; | end be glad to be 
you a witneſs of Jacky's improvement. . 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Of that I am no dge ; befides, I am full of 
buſineſs to day—T is to be a ballot at one 
for the Ladies Club lately eſtabliſhed, and lady 
Bab Baſto has propoſed me for a member. — 
Pray, my dear, Fl alien Tr aro heverhec 
money to pay my Lord Loo? 
SERJEANT. ge! 
The three hundred you mean ? - 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. : 
And beſides, there is my debt to Kitty Crib- 
bidge ; I proteſt I almoſt bluſh whenever I meer 
them, 


E SE R- 
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S E- R J E ANT. 
Why really, lovee, tis « large ſum of money. 
—Now, were I worthy to throw in a little ad- 


vice, we might make a pretty good hand af 


this buſineſs. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

I don't underſtand you. 

S ERIEANT. 

Bring an action againſt them on the ſtatute, 
in the name of my clerk ; and ſo not only reſcue 
the deb; from their hands, but recover likewiſe 
conſiderable dumayes. | 

Mrs CIRCUIT. 


A pretty conceit, Mr. Serjeant ! but does ir 
. your wiſdom, chat as I have (by 


the hel of Cap tain Cog) been oftener a winner 
Than leber, the. the cables => be turned upon as ? 
SERJEANT. 

No, no, chuck, that did not me; I 
have provided for that. Do yeu know, by the 
zw, doch parties art equaHy culpable ; fo thar, 
lovee, we thall be able ro fieeceyour friends not 
only of what they have won of poor dearee, but 
\Pkooiſe for what they have loft. 

Why, whe © query, praiſing 

| what a p pc puppy art 
thou ld could you ſuppoſe that I would 
— 4 
SERJEANT. 
Scandalous? I don't underſtand this 
perverſion of words. The ſcandal hes in break- 
rap the laws, not in bringing the offenders to 


ka. | Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Meru prise wretch !——Whar, do you — 
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poſe that thoſe laws, could be levell'd againſt 
people of their high rank and condition? Can 
it be thaught that any ſet of men would ſubmit 
to lay legal reſtraints on them elves ?2—Abſurd 
and prepalterous | 

| SERJEANT. 

Why, by their public practice, my love, one 
would ſuſpect that they thought themſelvrs ex- 
cepted by a particular clauſe. 

Mis. CIRCUIT. 
Qh! to be ſure; not the leaſt doubt can be 


SERJEANT. 

True, chuck—Burt ther your great friends 
ſhould never complain of highwaymen ſtopping 
their coaches, or thieves breaking into their 


houſes. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Why, what has that to do with the buſineſs ? 
SERIE AN r. 

Oh! the natural conſequence, lovee ; for 
- whilſt the ſuperiors are throwing away their 
fortunes, and conſequently their independence 
can't think. but their domeſtics are 
following their examples beloth. 
| Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

Well, and what then? : 

SERJEANT. 

Then ! the ſame diſtreſs that throws the maſ- 
ter and miſtreſs into the power of any who are 
willng © purchaſe them, by a regular grada- 
tion, ſeduces the ſervants to actions, though mote 
criminal, perhaps not more atrocious. 

Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Pſhaw ! ſtuff I have no head to examine 
"WY your 
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your dirty diſtinctions Don't teize me with 
your jargon.— I have told you the ſums I ſhall 
want, ſo take care they are ready at your return- 
ing from Kingſton.—Nay, don't heſitate ; recol- 
lect your own ſtate of the caſe, and remember, 
my honour is in pawn, and muſt, ſome way or 
other, be redeem'd by theend of the week. [ Exit. 
SERJEAN T fol. 
My honour is in pawn !—Good Lord ! how 
a century will alter the meaning of words!— 
_ Formerly, chaſtity was the honour of women, 
and goed faith and integrity the honour of men : 
but nom, a lady who ruins her family by punc- 
tually paying her loſſes at play, and a gentleman 
1 =T beſt friend * trifling frivo- 
q are your, only tip-top le of 
boncur. Well, let them go on, it 14 | 
to our mill : for whilſt both the ſexes ſtick firm 
to their honour, we ſhall never want buſineſs, 
either at Doctor's Commons, or the Old Bailey 


$44 + Vaan +4 +344 + 4/44) neee 


ACT IL 
1 Enter SeRJEANT Cixcurr and Jack. 


SERJEANT. 
2 let Will bring the chaiſe to the 
. JACK. 


Mr. Fairplay, Sir, the attorney, begs to ſpeal 
a few words. | begs * 


| 8 ER. 
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SERJEAN T. 


How often have I told you, that I will Tee 
none of theſe ſort of folks bur at chambers ; 
you know how angry your mother is at their 
rapping, and littering the houſe. 

JACK. 
He ſays, Sir, he will not detain you five mi- 


nutes. 
SERJEANT. 
Well, bid him walk in. 


Emer Kore. 


Well, Mr. Fairplay, what's your will? 
"6. 

I juſt call'd, Mr. Serjeant, to know your opi- 
nion upon the caſe of young Woodford, and if 
you the the propetey GFbiing concerard. - 

SERJEANT., 

If it turns out as you ſtate it, and that the fa- 
ther of the lad was really a minor, the Eſſex 
eſtate may without doubt be recover'd; and ſo 
may the lands in the North. 


'FAIRPLAY. 
We have full proofs to that fact. 

SERJEAN T. 
May be ſo; but really Mr. Fairplay, you 


know the length of time that e kind of 
ſus — 


APY 2" 2 OR 
rue Sir, bur our 
ſhorten I appreh—— F 
SERJEAN T, 
That's more than I know: and then not only 
my fees lying dormant, but, perhaps, an expec- 
tation of money advanc'd. 


F AIR- 
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FAIRPLAY. 

The property, Sir, is of verygreat value, and, 
upon the recovery, any nt ſhall 
be readily made. 

$ERJBANT. - 

There again, any + do you know that in law, 
that word am has no meaning at all? beſides, 
when people are in diſtreſs, they are laviſh 
enough of their offers; but when their buſineſs 
is done, then we have nothing but grumbling 
and grudging. | 

FAITIRPLAY. 


You have only to diftate your terms. 
| SERJEANT. 
Does the lad live in rown? 
_FAIRPLAY. 
He has been under my care fince the death 
of his father; I have given him as good an edu- 
n he 
in nos ſtudying win emple, in hopes 
that ſhould he fail of ether affiſtance, be may 
be able one day to do himſelf juſtice. 
SERJEANT. 
In the Temple? | 
: FAIRPLAY. | \ 
Yes, Sir, in thoſe little chambers juſt aver 
E 
JACK. | 
. Who? Ms. Woodford | Lord as well as my- 
ſelf, he is a ſweet ſober youth, and will one day 
make a vaſt figure, I am ſure. 


SERJEANT. 
N Indeed ! | 
I am; poſiti Su, if yor hear Ki 
+ 3 amrpounuve, Sir were to m 
» N you c 


4 
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ſpeak at the Robiahood in the Butcher-row, you 
would ſay fo yourſelf: why he is now reckon'd 
their) except the — — — Bar- 


bicun, and Sawny Sinclair the ſnuffman, there 
is not a mortal can touch him. 


E ANT. | 
Peace, puppy * Fe. 
papers u Htle longer 
employ'd againſt you? 
FAIRPLAY, 
A city attorney, one Sheepfkin. 
in Row. 1 Yew hin 
know him; well, Sir, if 
at Pump- court in a week. 
FAIRPLAY. 
I ſhall attend you. | 
SERJEANT. | 
Jack, open the door for Mr. Zxeunt Fair- i 
play and Jack.) Something may be made of | 
this matter: I'll ſee this Sheepſkin myſelf. So 
much in furure for carrying on the fun, or ſo 
much in hand to make it a wiſe man 


ſhould well weigh which party +0 take for, 
| " Enter Jack, 
So, Jack, any body at chambers to day ? 
JACK. 
Fieri Facias from Petter · lane, about the bill 
to be filed by Kit Crape againſt Will Vizard, 


this term. 
SERJEAN T. 
Praying for an equal partition of plunder ? 
JACE. 


Yes, Sir. 
SER: 
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| world we live in, that even highway- 
men cant be true to each other! [Half gde to 
Bimſelf.] but we ſhall make maſter Vizard re- 


= SERJEAN TT. 
Strange 


fund, we'll ſhew him what long hands the law 


has. 
| JACK. 
|  Facias ſays, that in all the books he can't hic 
on a precedent. 
SERJEAN T. | 
Then Il make one myſelf ; aut inveniam, aut 
has been always my motto. The charge 
muſt be made for 8 2 hom bar- 
tering lead and gunpowder, Nel, 
watches, and rings, on ien Eppi 
ſlow- heath, and other parts of 
JACK. 


rf, Hun: 


4 
: 


ſcheme, the parties would all ſtand committed. 
SERJEANT. 

Cowardly raſcal! but however, the caution 
mayn't prove amiſs. [Afide.]. Tu not. put my 
own name to the bill. 

. 

The declaration too is deliver d in the cauſe 
of Roger Rapp'em againſt Sir Solomon Simple. 

$45 % © £4 

What, the affair of the note? 


JACK 
Yes. 
SER SANT. 


Why he is clear that his client never gave 
ſuch a note. 


JACK. 
Defendant never ſaw plaintiff ſince the hour 
he was born; but, notwithſtanding, they have 


He ſays, if the court ſhould mT the 
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three witneſſes to prove a conſideration, and 
SERJEANT. 
They have ? 
JACK. 


| He is puzzled what plea to put in. 
SBRJEANT. 
_ Three witneſſes ready, you ſay ? 


JACK. 

Yes. >: | 

 SERJEANT. 

Tell him Simple muſt acknowledge the note, 
[Jack farts] and bid him, againſt the trial 
comes on, to procure foxr perſons at leaſt to 
prove the payment, at the Crown and Anchor, 
the 10th of December. 

JACK. 

But then how comes the note to remain in 
plaintiff s poſſeſſion? g 
 _$SERJEANT. 

Well put, Jack; but we have a ſalvo for that; 
plaintiff * — be * 2 the note in his 
pocket, but promis'd to deliver it when 
call'd thereunto by defendant. has 

JACK. 

That will do rarely. 

SERJEANT. 

Let the defence be a ſecret, for I ſee we have 
able people to deal with. But come, child, not 
to loſe time, have you carefully conn'd thoſe 
inſtructions I gave you? | | 

JACK. 


Yes, Sir. 
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'SERJEANT. 
Well, that we ſhall fee. How many points 
are the great object of practice? 


JACK. 


Two. 
| SERJEANT. 
Which are they? 
JACK. 


The firſt is to put a+ man into poſſeſſion of 
what is his right. 


SERJEANT. 
The ſecond ? 
JACK. 


Either to d eprive a man of what is really his 
right, or ro keep him as Jong 3 poſſible aur of 


1 SERJEAN TT. 


Good boy! To gain the laſt end, what are the 
beſt means to be us 847 | 


JACK. | 
OE many are the legal modes of de- 
- SERJEANT. 
Name | 


ACE 
Injunctions, an ſham-pleas, writs of 
error, rejoinders, ſur-rejoinders, Rong ſur- 
rebutters, replications, exceptions, eſſoigns, and 
imparlance. 


SERJEANT. 
[To himſelf.) Fine inſtruments in the hands 
of a man, who knows how to uſe them. But 
now, Jack, we come to the point: if an able ad- 


8 has his choice in a cauſe, (which if he is 
n reputation he may readily have,) which ſide 
hold he chooſe, the right, or the wrong ? 
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JACK. | 
A great lawyer's buſineſs, is always to make 
choice of the wrong. 
OELIBANT. 
And prythee why ſo? ; 


JACK. 
Becauſe a 


cauſe can ſpeak. for fel 2 
whilſt a bad one demands an able counſellor to 
give it a colour. | 


SERJEAN T. 
Very well. But in what ref; 
ſwer to the lawyer himſelf? 
JACK. 1 
In a two-fold way ; firſtly, his fees will be 
_ in proportion to the dirty work he is 
to 


| SERJEAN T. 
Secondly ?— 
| JACK. 


His reputation will riſe, by obtaining the vie - 
tory in a deſperate cauſe. 
SERJEANT. 
Right, boy. — Are you ready in the caſe of 
the cow ? 
JACK. 


Pretty well, I believe. 
3 SERJEAN T. 
Give it then. | 

JACK. 


Firſt of April, anno ſeventeen hundred and 
blank, John a Nokes was indifted by blank, 
before blank, in the county of blank, for ſteal- 
ing a cow, contra pacem etcet.—and againſt the 
ſtatute in that caſe provided and made, to pre- 
vent ſtealing of cattle. 


will this an- 


2 6 E R- 


/ 
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SERJEAN T. 
» Goon. k 
; JACE. | 
Said Nokes was convicted upon the ſaid ſtatute. 
SERJEANT. 
What follow'd upon? 
6 JACK. | 
Motion in arreſt of judgment, made by coun- 
ſellor Puzzle. Firſt, Becauſe the field from 
whence the cow was convey'd is laid in the in- 
dictment as round, but turn'd out upon proof 
to be /quare. | 
SERJEAN T. 


That's well: a valid objection. 

| ACE. 
Secondly, Becauſe in ſaid indiftment the 
Jour of the cow is called red, there 
_ — - _— . 
more t ack lions, ſpread 
griffins, or blue boars. * — 

SERJEANT. 

Well put. 
JACK. 8 
Thirdly, faid Nokes has not offended againſt 


that cows muſt be caitle. 


a E ANT. 

Bravo, bravo you, z you are 

your bakrl's owe thn f ann. 7 
am ſorry, dear Jack, I muſt leave thee. If 
Providence but thee life and health, I pro- 
ꝓheſy, thou wilt wreft as much land from the 


THE LAME LOVER 37 


owners, and fave as many thieves from the gal- 
lows, as any practitioner ſince the days of king 


4&0, 

I' do my endeavour. - Exit Serjeant. 

So !—father is ſet off. Now if I can but lay 

eyes on our Charlot, juſt to deliver this letter, 

before madam comes home. There ſhe is. 
Hiſt, ſiſter Charlot | 


Enter CnuanLort. 


CHARLOT. 
What have you got there, Jack ? 


CHARLOT. 
For me! Prythee what is it? 


3 JACK. 
""" ccaSttor 
What 


thing ? 
JACE. 


A thing that will pleaſe you I'm ſure. 
CHARLOT. 

Come, don't be a boy, let me have it. [Jack 

Le wary letter.] How's this! a letter! from 

wW g 


Not I ; I don't know the hand. 
JACK. | 
May be not; but you know the inditer. 
CHARLOT. 
Then tell me his name. 


JACK. 
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&'ET-- * 
Break open the ſeal, and. you'll find it. 
Openi bele 21 Cher + Woods dI— 
the leiter! es ord!“ 
1 LS a know nothing of him. 
. i 7 -þ 4 
Ay, but ſiſter you do. 
CHARLOT. 
How ! when, and where ? 
| JACK. 
Don't you remember about three weeks ago, 
when you drank tea at our chambers, there 


was a young gentleman ip a blue ſattin waiſt- 
coat, who wore his own head of hair ? 


CHARLOT. 
Well? a 
JACK. 
That letter's from he. 


 CHARLOT. 
What can be his buſineſs with me? 
JACK. 
Read that, and you'll know. 
CHARLO T read. 
« Want words to apologize—hum, hum— 
very firſt moment I ſaw you—bum, hum 


« ſmother'd long in my breaſt—hum, hum 
<< happieſt, or elſe the moſt wretched 4 
— So, Sir, you have undertaken a 


miſſion ! and what do you think my father 
will— 


ACE, 
Why, nr Bo fee 1696th hiew- 
CHARLOT. 
Indeed, Sir, but I ſhall. 


1344 JACK. 
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140k. 
No, ſiſter; I'm ſure you won't be ſo croſs. 


Beſides, what could I do? The poor young 
lad begg d ſo hard; and there for this fort- 
night 2 has gone about ſighing, and nauſing. 
and moping : I am ſatisfied it would melt you 
to ſee him. Do, faſter, Jer me bring him this 
evening, now father is out. 
CHARLOT. 

Upon my word The young man has made 
no bad choice of an agent; you are for 
ing matters at once.— But harkee, Sir, who is 
this ſpark you are ſo anxious about? And now 
long have you known him ? 

JACK. 

Oh 1 a prodigious long while : above a . 

I am certain. Don't you think him mi 


_ I aſſure you he ws vaſtly lik'd by the 
dies. 


CHARLOT. 


He is. 
33 
Les, indeed. Mrs. Congo, at the Grecian 
coffee- Shoule, ſays, he's the ſobereſt youth thar 
comes to the houſe; and all Mrs. Mittens's 
tices throw down their work, and run to 
2 w every time he goes by. 
CHARL 0 x 
Upon my word! 
JACK. 
And moreover, beſides that, he has ſeveral 
great eſtates in the country; but only for the 


preſent, he is kept out of em all by the owners. 
'CHARLOT. 


Ah, Jack ! that's the worſt part of the ſtory. 
JACK, 


: 
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JACK 

| Pha! that's nothing at all. - His guardian, 
Mr. Fairplay, has been with father to-day, and 
P 


C HARLO r. | 

| Well, Jack, when that point is determin'd, 

it will be time enough to— 
" JACK. 
. — 2 —— 

it ia my private opinion you don't-give 
— — of comforr, he won't liv 


ACK 
Walks! Why —_ he was ap- 
to relieve the old watchman ; for no 
one is off, but the other comes on. 
CHARLOT. 
And that from his eyes being conſtantly fixed 
on my window (for the information of which, 
I preſume he is indebted to you. )—— 


JACK. 
He! he! he! 


Thad 1 11 his 

a 

but tell hit thee unleſs fa——Hotſh ! 

9 Don't leave the houſe 
you. 


our 
till I 
4 ' Entw 


buſineſs ; 
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| 4 Enter Mrs. Cin cuir and Berry. 


Mxs. CIRCUIT. 

So, Sit, whar makes you loitering from cham- 
bers? 1 er you ſhould never 
be here but at meals? — . One ſpy 
is enough in a family iſs, you may to 
your room; and d'ye hear—I ſhall have com- 
pany, fo you need not come down. [Exit 
Charlot.]—Betty, no meſſage or letter? 

BETTY. 


None, Madam. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
That is amazing '—You know I 
loned Snever wait eee 

BETTY, 

Yes, Madam. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Put the froit and the wine on the table in the 
next room. 


Co- 


BETTY. 
Very well, Madam. 
Mrs. CIRCUTT. 
And, Betty, order the fellow to let nobody 
in bur Sir Luke. 
BETTY. 


Madam, I ſhall take care. [ Exit, 

' ' Mrs. CIRCUIT for dw. 

The ballot muſt be over by this time. Sure 
there is nothing ſo dreadful as a ſtate of ſuſ- 
pence : but ſhould they black ball me! —No, 
there's no of that; miſs Mattadore has 
inſur d me ſucceſs —Well, this is certainly one 
of the moſt uſeful inſtitutions; it poſitively 
6— ao 


know 
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know how tv'einpley. From twelve; the hour 
of one's riſing to dinner, is a moſt horrible 


chaſe; for Nee dee the ener. and rl 
liners by tumbling their wares,-is- now: and then 
an entertaining amulement, yet upon repetition. 
n palls—But every morni l 

Ls again at after a rout, to 
have » p 3 — — eu 
all not to at 
country couſins ; for I am determin'd to dine, 


and ſup at the club, every 3 
W Teer from 
| — — 
| r 
| 1 chairman, Madam, from the Thacchd 
| Mrs. CIHCULT. 
lacs can. „ this inftant;—ay=-athiv is 
Mattadore's hand. dy rar, on =>] 
« My dear Circuit—it 7 is whdt{ hs wiimotd 
cern, I — = d toac- 
I love taken, the club have ö— | 
ject. — Oh] [be faits.] , 
Hut} my Kay (go — 
f np? rm rA. 
ee 
Ar | 


Wha, why the maker? | 
BETTY. * 

7 tic © Wee ee ag . 

btr band.) Madam madam— | 
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Hare) dove! bete! 2 

go peter. carrier inftant— 
e e . ſoul ſhe is — ck 
ſome feathers to burn under ber noſe ;—there, 
ſtand further off,” and give ber ſome air— 


er Sir Lux. 
ey 1 1 _ the ? 
4 is the marer ? 
<a ce eral pO Mrs. Betty? 
n lady! ies] ala 
ories 
the out hard to der ne * 


b ee e that e 

ſhe has chere in her hand. 
eier LU K. 

Here, bars; take fine of my exu de luce. [of 


4 bottle; 
. A BETTY. 

There | the: a little—ſame water 1 
bel be nothing * r 
them myſelf - now opens 

ſo — bend her forward a litde. 
| Sr L U K E. 
diy een dies: Gren. | 
"Mo. CIRCUIT. 
Who is that ? 
BETTY. 


Nobody et all madam, but only Sir Luke. 
_ G23 Mrs, 
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Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Oh Sir Luke, ſuch a ſtroke, ſo fatal, ſo ſud- 
den, zung pv0phagtevinn 


Sr LUKE, 
F R ate heaven forbid! but what cauſe—what 
could 

MIS. CIRCUIT. | 
Leave the room. [To the 383 who ge 
ent. Only, look over that letter. 


Sr LUKE. 
Hum, hum,—freads] « fir to rejedt | you— 
this— - 
Mrs. edu. T. 
- There! there l there! - 
Sr LUKE. 
I own this is the en aialice of e 
but let me finiſh the letter This calamity, 
« dear Circuit, is of ſuch a nature as baffles all 
advice, or interpoſition of friends, 1 ſhall 
« good underſtanding,” [pre — 
u ng.“ [pretty and 1— 
« Jour.” bee g ge, f 
cript rea * it may giue : 
po bs comtine to — — 
. * almonds, and bur ewe raiſins n you. 
= Mrs. ORC lr. 338 
But two! | Ta (UAE? 
Sir LUKE. 61 % 


No more. 


Thi RAD TAL ; doing, ſhe has 

is m itty s 

been rartling about the paltry trifle I her. 

Not unlikely Babu * dear 
: come, 

madam, and conſider that fwo— ne 


Mrs. 


% 
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Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
| Is as bad as two thouſand. 


Sir LUKE. | 
D en 
have n 


32 


be Led myſelf, re 
— 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
You, Sir Luke? that never can be. 
Sir LUKE. 

No, Madam, and why not?—why you * 
ſuppoſe that they wou d venture to— 

Mn. CIRCUIT. 

It would not only be the ſpirit, but 
n rution to chuſe you 
a 


Sir LUKE. 
Ay, Madam, how ſo? 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 


Their ſtatutes are ſelected from all the codes 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

The ts Bos is mea cats they have 
borrow'd from the Koman religion. 

Sr I. UK E. 

As how? | 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
As no man can be admitted a monk, who has 
leaſt corporal ſpot, or defect; ſo, no candi- 


be receiv'd as a member who is de- 
the uſe of any one of his limbs. 


the 
date can 
priv'd of 


46 THE LAME LOVER, 
Sr LUKE. 
Nay, then indeed Iam en outs ghar 


| incapacity can never be got over. 
1 Win 


how thi 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Never fear; I know 4 little too much of the 
world not to turn defeat to my credit... . 


Euter Colonel Secxzt and Mrs. S14prR. 

Mrs. SIMPER. 

Your ſervant, Sir L. 

wn np. death 

you are but juſt recover'd 205 
Mrs. CIRC 93 T. 

Oh! nothing at all! a faintneſs, "IP 
ſmimming—bur thoſe people are ever ſwelling 
that mole hills to mountaziss. N 
I i * had 1 5 

was afraid u 
er late diſappointment to Ey hold 
pirits. 


Mes. CIRGSPIT. 
What diſappoinrragnt, my dear f 
COLONEL.- 


Mrs. Simper hints at the little miſtake made 
this morning at the Thatch'd Houſe. 
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Mrs CIRCUIT. 
That! ridiculous! I could: have told you that 


2 fortnight ago, child—all my own doing, 
Mr. SEMPER 
How! | A 
Sic L. U KE E. 


um „ nere 
Oh! I always deteſted the thoughts of < 
thing z—they would p ut me me lay v 

I would, fo Fwas EG the tocell 


. to 5¹⁴ 


| us. SING. 
That, inderd, alters the caſe. = 
COLONEL. 
[ ax viifly kagpy 66 hear ir: your ol ac- 
quaintance were afraid they ſhould loft you. 

Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

It is a fign know bur little of Me bur 
come, my good I have prepared a ſmall 
collation in the next room, willyou— [ Exeuns. 


Euter Jack and Woopronp. 


TACK - : 

PI watch fiſter, to ſee that nobody comes: 
now Woodford make good uſe of your time, 
[Exif Woodford. N. I have Ef em to- 
gether; if I had ftaid, I don't believe they 
would have d their mouchs for a month: I 
never ſaw ſuch an alteration in a lad figce the 
day I was born. —Why, if I had not known him 
before, I ſhould not have thougtit he fad a 
word to throw to a dog; but I remember the 


old proverb: 
True 


— = 
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take t other 
matters are mightily 

well — there he lays down the law—now he claps 
his hand on his heart vaſtly pretty, I vow— 
there be foope with both his Knees onthe 

— charming !—and ſqueezes his hat with both 
hands, like one of the actors delightful ! ſhe 
wants him to 1 and he won't prodigious 


moving a 
| Emer BaTTv. 


BETTY. 
80 Sir, what are you doing there? 
JACK. 
There! where? 
BETTY. 
With your eyes glew'd cloſe to the keyhole. 
ACE. | | 
I vented w Sie bn 
BETTY. 
Then why don't you open her door ? 
JACK . 
I did not know but ſhe might be ſaying her 
Prayers. 
BETTY, 
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BETTY. 

Prayers! a likely ! Who ſays their pray- 
ers 2 this time Sort day ?—No, ts 
won't upon me.—Let me look—very pret- 
ty ! So, fo, I ſee there's fo elſe at his 
prayers. too—fine doings!-—As ſoon as the com- 
pany goes, I ſhall rake care to inform Madam 


your mother. 
JACK 


_= but Mrs. Betty you won't be ſo— 
BETTY. | 
Indeed, Mr. John, but I ſhall—1'll ſwallow 
none of your ſecrets, believe me. 


CK. 
5 perhaps your 1 ſtomach is overloaded 
BETTY. 


No matter for that, I ſhall be eyen with Miſs 
for telling Maſter about and concerning my 


JACK 
Why, Mrs. Bet), ſurely ſiſter could not— 
BETTY. | 
When ſhe very well knows that 1 have not 
feat cards but twice the whole ſcaſon 
JACK. 
Lord what Saud 
BETTY. 


What wovld ſhe ſay, if ſhe viſited the great 
families I do? For tho' I am as I may ſay but 
a commoner, no private gentlewoman's gentle- 


woman, has a more prettier ſet of acquaintance. 
4. 4 CK. 
H 68ET 


Well but— 


o THE LAME LOVER 


BETTY. 
touts indeed !—There is Mrs. Allſpice, 
wha lives with lady Cicily Sequence, has fix 
tables every Sunday, bclides looers, and brag- 
gets and moreover propoſes giving a maſque- 
rade, the beginning of June, and I intends be- 


* JACK. 
Well, but to talk calmly, : 
| BETTY. 


And as Miſs is 


mache myſelf. 

| JACE NE 
4 peg lord, Mes. Betty, will you give me 
a ticket e 
BETTY. 
AlPs one for that and ſo you may tell Miſs 
that—f3:1 rings] coming, Madam, this minute 
and that, Mr. John, is the long! and the ſhore ont 
Bell rings again.) Lord, I am coming ¶ Exiz. 
Euer Woopron dp to Jack. 


WOODFORD. 
What's the matter ? 


ſearch warrant will iflue directly. 
WOODFORD. | 
801 but e moment, till I take leave of your 
er. * 
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JACK. 
Zooks ! I tell you the conftables will be here 
in a trice, ſo you have not a moment to loſe. 
"5% WOODFORD, 
How enlucky this is! 


JAQK 
But I hope you obtain'd a verdict how- 
en. > -. 


. __ WOODFORD. 
No. 1 
ex. 
No! 3 | 
WOODFORD. 
It would not have been decent, to have preſa d 
the judge too ſoon for a ſentence. 
wm JACK. 
bers you will falſe judgment to go ty dB 
you | to go by ult. 
Tou ate a pretty practitioner indeed 
WOODFORD. 

This, may know, my dear Jack, is an 
equity caſe; I have but juſt fifd my bill; one 
muſt give the parties time to put in an anſwer. 

| JACK. 
Time - How you may come off in court I 
can't tell, but you will turn out but a poor 
chamber counſel I fear. Well, come along, 
perhaps I may be able to procure another hear- 
ing before it is but lord o'mercy | there is fa- 
ther croſſing the hall—ſhould he ſee us all's over 
—we have nothing for't but taking ſhelter with 
6fter, [ Exeunt. 


4 
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ACT. UI. 


Sir 12255 Layer, Mes. Cigxcvir, Colene! 82 


CRET, and Mrs, Siur EA, diſcover d at a table, 
with a — Before them. 


Mm. CIRCUIT. 

Hl by the bye, Sir Luke— take ſome ug 
theſe ſweermeats, my dear [to Mrs. 
e iſe to introduce to me 
that little agreeable piece of imperfeCtion chat be- 
wry tn l 
the champaign ? 5 

A L'UKE. 


Who, Si dior Plate P Lat me allt Mrs. 
2 Madam, I made an attempt; 
but at e I ſend you a biſcuit ?— 
he is in the fo certain lay. who 
neyer ſuffers him out of her + $574 rang 
Mrs. SIMPER. 
Oh! the reef 
theſe cuſtards.* *' 
mag LUKE. . 
Yes, they have a delicate flavour—bur he 
promis'd, if poſſible, to eſcape for an hour — 
2 (#0 Ari. Circuit. ] | 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
No, it gives me the heart-burn.—Then let 
us leave him a cover. 
COLONETL. 
By all means in the world. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Bur there is, likewiſe, another party, for 
whom a place ought to be kept. 
— Mrs. 8 1 M P E R. 
Another! Who can that be I wonder ? 
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Mrs. CAREVIT. 
An 
Sir LUKE. 
How „Madam! 

Mrs. CIRCUIT. | 
You need not. be j Sir Luke—taſte 
that tart Mrs. Simper—it is only my huſband 
the Serjeant. —Ha ! ha | ba !—Betty makes 


them herſelf. 
Mrs. SIMPER. 4 
Oh ! you abominable creature! How could 
Sack e 


Sir LUEE, 
Ma'am— [Offring fweetmeats to Mrs. Simper.] 
Mrs. SIMPER. ' 
Not a bit more, I thank I ſwear and 
vow I ſhould ſwoon at the fight. 
| Mr. CIRCUIT. 
And I ſhould receive him with the polite in- 
difference of an abſolute ſtranger. 
| Well fold, my anod-Lady. Iawepid! tes, 
e m y Intrepi 
notwithſtanding, 1 would dete trifle that 
his appearance would give uch an electri- 
cal ſnhocx gn 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
You are vaſtly deceiv d. 
Sir LUKE; 
Dare you come to the proof ? Will you give 
me leave to introduce Mr. Serjeant? He is 
not far off. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT, 
What, my huſband ? 
Sic LUKE. 
Even he ! I faw kim as | oucer'd the hell. | 
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I — Se f. 
m 
Sr LUKE, 


Nay, then I muſt fetch him. [Zeit Sir Luke. 
COLONEL. 8 

I can't nee en knight wou'd be at. 
r SIMPER. 
- Why he is mad. * 


Mrs. etxcurt. 
Or turn'd fogl.. 


Enter * Lees. with th smart, peruke 
n 6: 


Sir LU K E. 
Mis MINDS Rs br this your 
buſband or not M 
de 81 Mu PER 
It is he; not the leaſt doubt can be made, 
COLONEL. 
Tes, yes, it is the Serjeant bimlelf. | 
Mrs. CTIRCUTT. 
I own it ; I acknowledge the lord of my 
withis. [Eifer che Mock. ] of 
e Mis. S IME R. 
2 | 
- COLONEL. 2 
The pee A er 
Sir L U X E. ; 
The wenn Cj Kin eye! | 


The livid hoe of his lips! 


Mrs. 


S. IPE R. 
The rubies with which his cheeks are enrich'd! 


C OLON EI. 


"The Glens ſolemnity when he firs on the 
bench] 
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Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
We muſt have him at table; but pray good 
folks let my huſband appear like himſelf.—I 'I 
run for the gown. Exit. 
Mrs. SIMPER. 
By all means in the world. 


Sir LUKE. 
Diſpatch, I beſeech you. 
Mrs. Cixcuir returns with a gown and band. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

Sir Luke, lend your aſſiſtance. 
COLONEL. 
There, place him at the head of the table. 
(Thy £o the head at the back of « chair, and 
Place it at table ;, then all fit. 
Mm. SIMPER. N 
Madam, you'll take care of your huſband. 
Mia. CIRCUIT. 
I don't want to be put in mind of my duty. 
Mr. SIM ER. 
Oh, Madam ! I know that very well. 
Sir L U K E. | 
Come, Hob or Nob, Maſter Circuit—let us 
try if we can't fuddle the Serjeant. 
COLONEL. 
Ot fye | have a proper reſpect for the coif. 

Mrs. SIMPER. | 
Don't be too facetious, Sir Luke: it is not 
quite  fafe to fport with the heads of the law: 
2 . 
buſineſs together 


Sr LUKE. 
But coins, the Sanne r i Hove 


thought of * divert hn: You know 


he 


by 
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he is never ſo happy as when he is hearing 4 
caulc ; 3 to plead one before 
him; Mrs. Circuit and I to be counſel, the co- 
lonel the clerk, and Mrs. Simper the cryer. 
Mrs, CIRCUIT. 

The fineſt thought in the world ! And ſtay, 
to conduct the trial with proper ſolemnity, let's 
rummage his wardrobe ; we ſhall there be able 
to equip ourſelves with ſuitable dreſſes. 


There is no time to be loſt. LA riſe. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
= [Stopping bort us they are going out.) But 


won't my huſband be angry, if we leave him 
1 alone? Bye, dearee—we ſhall ſoon return to 
thee again. a [ Exexnt. 


I have not the leaſt ground to ſuſ- 
in that—No, no |—And then Sir 
y profien ami, the deareſt friend I have 


abſence.— What's this ? L che 
ha! ha! ha Well, that's 
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will be to find me here in propria perſoni.—By 
your leave, Mrs. Circuit fits down and eats] 
Delicate eating, in troth—and the wine [ drinks} 
— Champaign as I live muſt have rother glaſs 
— They little think how that gentleman there 
regales himſelf in their abſence—Ha! ha! ha! 
——quite convenient, I vow—the heat of the wea- 
ther has made me—Come, brother Coif, here's 
E health drints] I muſt pledge myſelf I 

lieve—{ drinks again deviliſn ſtrong —pſhut! 
— Somebody's coming gets wp and goes towards 
the wings] What do 1 ſee 2 Four lawyers | 
What the devil can be the meaning of this? I 
ſhould be glad to get at the bottom of —Hey ! 
By your leave, brother Serjeant I muſt crave 
the uſe of your robe fits dotun, and gets under 
the gown] —Berween ourſelves, this is not the 
firſt time this gown has cover'd a fraud. 
Enter Sir Lux, Colonel, Mrs. Crizxcuit, and 

Mrs. S1MPER, dreſſed as counſellors. 
Sir LUKE. 

Come, come, gentlemen, diſpatch, the court 
has been waiting ſome time. Brother Circuit, 
you have look'd over your brief ? 

Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

What, do you ſuppoſe, Sir, that like ſome of 

our brethren I defer that till 1 come into court ? 


No, no. 
Sir LUKE. 
This cauſe contains the whole marrow and 
pith of all modern practice. 


One ſhould think, Sir Luke, you had been 
bred to the bar. 
Sir LUKE. 


Child, I was ſome * in the Temple; * 
f the 
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the death of my brother robb'd the robe of my 


labours. 
Mrs. SIMPER. 

What a loſs to the public ! 

Sir LUKE. 

You are ſmart, Mrs. Simper. I can tell you, 
Serjeant Snuffle, whoſe manner I ſtudy'd, — 
nounc'd me a promiſing youth. 

Mrs. SI MP ER. 

I don't doubt it. 

Sir L U K E. 

But let us to buſineſs. And firſt, for the 
ſtate of the caſe: The parties you know are 
Hobſon and Nobſon; the object of litigation is 
a ſmall parcel of land, which is to decide the 
fate of a borough. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
True; call'd Turnbury Mead. 


Sir L U K E. 

Very well. Then to bring matters to a ſhort 
iſſue, it was that Nobſon ſhould on the 
2 4 cut n a tree, and Hobſon bring 

of damage. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
True, true. 
Sir L UK E. 


The jury being ſworn, and the counſellors 
feed, the court may proceed. Take your ſeats— 
But hold—I hope no gentleman has been 

touch'd on both Rides. 


ES 

| 2 Sr LUKE. 
Let ſilence be call'd. | 
Mrs. SIMPER. 
Silence in the court | 


THE LAME LOVER. 59 


Sir LUKE. | 
But ſtop. To be regular, and provide for 
freſh cauſes, we muſt take no notice of the bo- 
rough and lands, the real objects in view, but 
ſick faſt to the tree, which is of no import- 
ance at all. 


ALL. 


Sir LUKE. 

Brother Circuit, you may proceed. 

Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

Gentlemen of the Jury.—1 am in this cauſe 
counſel for Hobſon, the plaintiff. —The action 
is brought againſt Nebuchadonezer Nobſon, 
That he the ſaid Nobſon did cut down a tree, 
value two-pence, and to his own uſe ſaid tree 
did convert. Nobſon juſtifies, and claims tree 
as his tree. We will, gentlemen, firſt ſtate the 
probable evidence, and then come to the poſi- 
tive: and firſt as to the probable. — When was 
this tree here belonging to Hobſon, and claim'd 
by Nobſon, cut down? Was it cut down pub- 
licly in the day, in the face of the ſun, men, 
women, and children, all the world looking 
on ?—No; it was cut down privately, in the 
night, in a dark night, nobody did ſee, no- 
body could ſee. Hum — And then with reſpe& - 
and regard to this tree, I am inſtructed to ſay, 
gentlemen, it was a beautiful, an ornamental 
tree to the ſpot where it grew. Now can it be 
thought that any man would come for to go in 

the middle of the night, nobody ſeeing, no- 
body did ſee, nobody could ſee, and cut down 
a tree, which tree was an ornamental tree, if 
tree had been his tree ?—Certainly no.—And 
again, gentlemen, we b un inſiſt, that this 
ä 2 tree 


True, true. 


% 
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tree was not only ornamental to the ſpot where 
it grew, but it was a uſeful tree to the owner: 
it was a plumb- tree, and not only a plum- 
tree, but I am authoriz'd to ſay the beſt of 
plum-trees, it was 2 damfin plum. Now 
can it be thought, that any man wou'd come for 
to go, in the middle of the night, nobody ſee- 
ing, nobody did ſee, nobody ceuld ſee, and cut 
down a tree; which tree was not only an orna- 
mental tree, but a uſefu] tree; and not only a 
uſeful tree, but a plum-tree; and not only a 
plum- tree, but the beſt of plum-trees, a dam- 
- fin plum? Moſt affuredly no.—If fo be then, 
that this be fo, and ſo it moſt certainly is, I ap- 
rehend no doubt will remain with the court, 
* my client a verdict will have, with full coſts 
of ſuits, in ſuch a manner and fo forth, as may 
nevertheleſs appear notwithſtanding, 
Sir L U K E. 
Have you done, Mr. Serjeant ? 
Mis. CIRCUIT. 
You may proceed. 
Sir LUKE. ; 
Gentlemen of the jury— I am in this cauſe 
counſel for Hob—Zouns! I think the head 
moves. 
ALL. 


Hey! 

Ns, no, Mrs. Simper jogg'd the chair with 
No, no, Mrs. Simper _ chair with 
her foor, that was all. * | 

Sir L U K E. | | 
For Hercules Hobſon l cou'd have ſworn 
it had ſtir'd)—1 ſha'nt gentlemen upon this oc- 
caſion, attempt to move your paſſions, by flow- 
ing periods, and rhetorical flowers, as Mr. Ser- 


Jjeant 


* 


THE LAME LOVER. 61 
err if I get at your 


I will make my way thro” your heads, 
however thick they may be—in order to which, 
I will purſue the learned gentleman, thro' what 
he calls his probable proofs : and firſt, as to 
this tree's being cut down in the night; in part 
we will grant him that point, but, under favour, 
not a dark night, Mr. Serjeant; no, quite the 
reverſe, we can prove that the moqn ſhone 
bright, with uncommon luſtre that night—So 
—— — Eg Gon wes 
none—{Serjeant J nay, Mrs. Circuit, 1 
you break the thread of my— 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Me break -I faid nothing I'm ſure, 
Sir LUKE. 
That's true, but you ſneez'd. 


Mr, CIRCUIT, 

Not I. 3 

Sir LUKE, 

I am ſure ſomebody did; it could not be the 
head —conſider the leaſt interruption puts one 
out of one's None of our faults, they might 
have look'd on and ſeen if they would. And 
then as to this beautiful tree, with which Mr, 
Serjeant has ornamented his { No, go 
men, no ſuch nne to 
ſay quite the reverſe; a ſtunted tree, a blighted, 
blaſted tree; a tree not only limbleſs, leaf- 
leſs, but very near lifeleſs; that was the true 
ſtate of the tree: and then as to its uſe, we 
own it was a plum-tree indeed, but not of the 
kind Mr. Serjeant ſets forth, a damſin plum; 
our F bull plum; but if ſo 
be and it been a damſin plum, will any 
mn go for to ſay, that a damfin, plum "= 
2 


— ww -— ww... - 


| 
: 
: 
: 
. 
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beſt kind of plum ; not a whit, I take upon 
me to ſay it is not a noun ſubſtantive plum— 
with plenty of ſugar « does pretty well indeed 
in a tart, but to eat it by itſelf, will Mr. Serjeant 
gu to compare it with the queen mother, the 
padrigons— | 

SERJEANT. 

[ Appraring ſudilenly from under the gown.) 

The green gages, or the orlines. 
Ms, CIRCUIT. 
As I live *tis my huſband ! 
SERIE AN x. 

Nay, Sir L. uke don't you run away too give 
me a buſs— ſince I was born, I never heard a 
finer reply; 1 am ſorry I did not hear your ar- 
gument out—bur I cou'd not reſiſt. 

Sir LUKE. 
This I own was a little ſurpriſe—had you been 
long here Mr. Serjeant ? 
| SERJEAN T, 
But the inſtant you enter'd. 
Sir LUKE. 
So, then all is ſafe. [Aide] 
S KRI EAN x. 
But come, won't you refreth you, Sir Luke 
you have had hard duty to day. 
Sir LUKE. 
I-drank very freely at table. 
 S$ERJEANT. 
Nay, for the matter of that, I ha'n't been idle; 
[both cr nk.] But come, throw off your gown, 
and let us finiſh the bottle: I ha'n't had ſuch a 
mind to be merry I can't tell the day when. 
Sir LU K E. 
Tay then, Mr. Serjeant, have at you - come, 
here's long life and health to the law. [Drints.] 
* iy S ER. 
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SERJEANT. | 

FI pledge that toaſt in a bumper. Drizks.1 
I'll take Charlot's hint, and ſee if I can't draw 
the truth out of the Knight by a bottle. [ A/de.] 

Sir LUKE. 

PII try if I can't fuddle the fool, and get rid of 
him that way. | Afrae.] 
SERJEAN I. 

I could not have thought it : why where the 
deuce did you pick up all this ? But by the bye, 
pray who was the cryer ? 

Sir L U K E. 

Did not you know her? Mrs. Simper, your 

neighbour. 


SERJEANT. 
A peſtilent jade! ſhe's a good one I warrant. 
Sir L U K E. 
She is thought very pretty; what ſay you to 
a glaſs in her 2 
SERJEANT. 
By all means in the world! [ drint] and 
that ſpark the clerk ? 
Sir LUKE. | 
Colonel Secret, a friend to the lady you 
toaſted. 
SERJEAN T. 
A friend! oh, ay -l underſtand you—come, 
let us join 'em together. 
Sir LUKE. 
Alons. [drink.] Egag, I ſhall be caught in 
my own trap, I begin to feel myſelt fluſter'd 


alread | [Aide] 
SERIE ANI. 


Delicate white wine, indeed! I like it better 


every glaſs. ¶ Sings.) 
TM Drink and drive care away, 
Drink and be merry. 
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Tru LES is the ſearcher 
rue, t—this is 
e Ivy 6s the have, 
SERJEANT. 


Right boy, in veritas vino. | 
Sr LUKE. 
No deceit in a bumper. ['Sings.] Drink and 


be merry. 
SERJEANT:. 
Merry ! dammee, what a ſweet fellow you are; 
what would 1 give, to be half fo jolly and [gay. 
© [ Appearing > drank.) Would ? and 
ng very . you 
do you know, Sexjeant, that at this very j 


This difve It As ORD. © Liege Drink.] 
Well, how is it now. 4 C 


Sir LUKE. 

Now l- the matter is not mended at all. 
SERJEAN T. 

What the deuce is the buſineſs that fo ſticks 
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Sir LUKE. 
| 92 —— myſelf; Sir Lyke, ſays I, 
2 your heart 20 —— r you 

track, whar ſealed. up my l was the tear 
aa r Pork ike 7 ou ſulky and fad. 


1 


SERJEANT. 
Is that ſuch a ſecret? | 


Sir L UKE. 
Be quiet; a damm d honeft fellow but as to 


your wife — 
s EAIE AN F. 
Well ? 
Sir LUKE. 
She is an infamous ftrum— 


SERJEAN T. 
How! it js u falfhpod Sir Luke, iy wid 


25 VIrtuous a waſh 
+ & LUXE. 
Oh! if- 


den thar the ne ER fone leas'd 
t news ve 
n is the dae to me? 
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SERJEAN r. 


I ſay it is falſe 
s 2 : prove ĩt; give W 
S LUKE. 


3 Ob ! you ſhall have Ls pleaſure as 660 


to come at once to ou remember 
[laſt New-years day A 2 1 


SERJTEANT. 
I do recollect. * 
Sic LUKE. ” 
Very well; ve are all invited to dine at Al- 
derman Inkle s. 
SERJEANT:- 
Very right. 


Sir LUKE -- 
Well, and I did not go: Mrs. Cicu made 
me dine here, in this houſe—was it my fault? 
SERJEANT. 
marge 
— LUKE. 


Be quier, I tell you ;—then throwing her arms 


3 * 


THE LAME LOVER. 67 


SERJEANT. 
| My fault! my fault! I ſee no fault in all this. 


Sir LUKE. * 


SERJEANT. 
Your fault, Sir Luke, no, no—you did but 
your duty—but as to my wife — 
Sr LUKE. 
She's a diabolical fiend, I ſhall hate her as 


long as I hve. 
And I too. 
Sir LUKE. 


Only think of her forcing me, as it were with 

a ſword at my breaſt, to play ſuch a trick; you, 

my dear Serjeant, the beſt, trueſt friend I have 

in the world. [Ve..] 
S ERI EAN T. 


N Dry your tears, dear Sir Luke; 
1 ever 
dence 


SER JEANT. 


2 1 

his former 2] B&1 chink ink it might be 6s wel 

— | 
KR 2 
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* St LUK Bi 

My dear foul, do you think I would tell it to 
© any muatal but you? No, na, not to my bro- 
thet himſelf . You are the ohly man upon cefch 
] wov'd truſt. | | 

| S ERII ANT. 1SEY 

Ten thouſand t my dear friend | fure 
there is no comfurt, no balſam in life like a 
make Madam Circuit re- 


friend — but I ſhall 


get a divorce. 4 
SEAfFBANT. 
So I willk--ptrovided you will 


« The friend thou haſt and his adoption try'd 
6 Claſp to thy foul, and quit the — * 


og Sic L UE X. * . 


comes M. 
Enter Mrs. Ciacurr. 
Mes CIRCUIT, 

So, Gentlemen ! a ſweer tete a rere you have 
been holding—bur 1 know it all, not a ſyllable 
you have ſaid has been loft. ks 

Bir LUKE. 

Then, I hope you-have been well entertained 

Mrs. Circuit? — 
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SERJEANT. | 
How Madam| have you the afſurance— 


a EANT, 
Why to be ſure the knight is overtaken a lictle; 
very near drunk. 
Sr LUKE 
I hope he believes it is a lie. LA.] 


Mr. CIK c UI 
Do me inſtant juſtice on this defamer, this 
db in your 


 8SERJEANT. 
I begin to find out the fraud, this is all a: 
flam of the knighr's. | 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Tu drive this inſtant to a friend of mine in the 
and fee if no ſatisfaction can be had, 
for ing the of a woman like me 
And you Sir, what inducement, what 
devil could prompt? 
SERJEANT. 
Ay z what devil could prompt — 


Sir LUKE. 
Heyday ! | 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 


But I gueſs at your motive; you flatter'd 
yourſelf 
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s ER I EAN T. 
1 —yov'll find I am not the brute you 
vould have made me believe I pg. magna 


both ſides of the queſtion. | 
Sr LUKE. 
inn 
e - 3650.7 
ſtory 1s true, you are a ſcoun- 
2 A the wife of your find; nd if 


it is falſe, y Hare an infamous lyar. * 
W LUEK K. 
waere, 99 ( 
| LEANT., 
| Soin bebe! out of my houſe. 
ETC... 
Nay, but Serjeant— 
_ 2097. * 
T you, and never again enter 
ES have. libelled my — and 1 ill 
ſee you no more. 3 
Sir LUKE. 
Was there ever ſuch a— 
SERJEANT. 
March ! and as Pe daughter, 1 would as 
ſoon marry her to a forma pau 
a—__ 7 
| Mw CIRCUIT. 
Do you conſider, Mr. Circuit, where you are 
puſhing the fellow ?—That chamber is Charlot's. 
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Enter Sir Luxz; WooprorD, CHARLOT, and 
* Jack. 
. Sr LUKE. ; 

Heyday! who the 1 have we . 
Cole, mn SG good folks — your ſervant Miſs 
Charlot ; ant Mr. What-&'ye-call-um. 
—Mr. 2 you need not trouble yourſelf 
to cater for Miſsz your family you ſee can pro- 
vide for themſelves. 

SERJEANT. 
Heyday! — 2 all 1 
are you Sir, and came you 0 
Woodford.] 
JACK. 


It was I, father, that brought him. 
SERJEAN T. 
Ho, ſirrah! 
Sir LUKE. 
Wu, 


pro 
let him into the houſe the night you was at 


5 of a new pair of filk ſtockings, and 


a minuet. 

Sic IL. U k E. 
Me! I ſhould never have got you to turn 
out your toes. 
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| r 2 
ae =O 

CHARLOT. & 02: 


I * woOoDyroORD: 
1 Inded, Sir, 7am hall is den be 
"4 Nr 
| Charlot a3— 

7 SERJLANT. 


12 | ſineſs? 


JACK. 

"acquaint You with chat—— 

De = love letter to Charloe, 

— mac, 

r for fear of offending of you. Ts 
SERJEANT. 

You mended the extz dent—bur whe all 


aka: 


A0TS + 
" iy 
Kent en chom fir, Fieptey is groantion. © 
C * SERJEANTT. 9 „* 
We, Woodford? | 
JACK. 


© | | The fie. 2 
EAI AN Tr. 


of aint? 
| WOODFORD. 


I ſhall one have 
throw xt hes 


e e ee 


chr lives over ur 


And are you, youngemas ins firuaton to think 


USE . | - | | DIR 
3 | 
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With help, Si, I thoud hope for thei 
ith your help, 
«tion, upon this occaſion at leaſt. 
SERJEAN r. 
Well, Sir, I ſhall re-confider your papers, 
and, if there are probable grounds, 158 
induc'd to hear your propoſals. 
WOODFORD. 
Nay then, Sir, the recovering my paternal 
ſſions makes me anxious indeed. — Could | 
that the young lady's good wiſh would at- 


tend me ? 
CHARLOT. 


I have a father, and can have no will of my 


own. 
Sr LUKE. 
$6 then it ſeems poor Pil Garlick here is 
diſcarded at once. 
Why cd G. re te 
u i 
what has happen'd, to hope that 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
He has given wonderful proofs of his mo- 


J will fer all matters to rights in a minute; and 
firſt, Mr. Serjeant, it becomes me to tell you, 
— 28 
SERJEAN T. 
How ! never | 
Sir L UK E. 
Never. She is a fine girl I allow; but would 
it now, Mr. Serjeant, have been honeſt in me, 
to have robb'd the whole ſex of my perſon, and 
confin'd my favors to her? 


L SER. 


Sir LUKE. 


iet, Mrs. Circuit. Come, good folks, | 
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„  SERJEANT. . 
- How! 04 nt; 1568 
Sir Luk k. =o 
No! I was ſtruck uhh the morality of the 
thing ; and therefore to make it ĩimpoſſible that 
you ſhould ever give me your daughter, L in- 
vented the ſtory I told you concerning Mrs. 
Circuit and me. 


SERJEANT. -* 
How ! 
Sir LUKE. 
Truth, upon x my honour.—Your wife there 


itt 1 youths whilh was a by e. 
SERJEANT. 


Nay, then indeed. But with what face can 


I look up to my dear? I have injur'd her be- 

be bee of forgiveneſs. —Wou'd "You, 

but paſs an act of obliviow— . 
Sir LUKE. 


See me here 


of my friend. 
Mrs, CIRCUIT. 


which contrition and amendment may, perhaps, 
in time ſwell into a pardon. _ 


But if again offending you are caught, 
* SERJEANT. 
Then let me ſuffer, dearec, a I ought, | 


to implore _—_— 


* 
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SAMUEL FOOTE, Eſq; 


8. 1 R, 


x had this comedy failed, which, 
from it's firſt night's-rece „was ſome- 
what more than le, I ſhould cer- 
tainly have ſuffered the whole diſgrace, 
it is not with leſe readineſa, tllat 1 . 
— on its better ſucceſs, to 
acknowledge the obligations which the 
editor of Doc rox LAST I His CHARIOT 
has to Mr. Foo rz. 
I am indebted to you for undertaking a 
very long part; which, in your circumſtan- 
ces, I confider as a particular favour: I am 
indebred to you, for eniring unuſual ſpi+ 
rit in' the , when there was 
little hopes of putting the audience in a 
humour; and more, (don't be a- 


ſhamed when I of it) I am indebted 
to you, not _ — a whole ſcene, the 
conſultation of hyficians 1 in the firſt act, 
but for ſev ints - throughout the 


piece, which had the happieſt effect, tho” 
ſome of them may, Kaden have ſuffered 
by being cloathed in my language. 

I am more particularly acknowledging 
upon this occaſion, becauſe, in the repeated 


remarks which the news- paper: have 
a 2 thought 


FF. S. 
thought proper to make on your addreſs 
to the public, the firſt aight this thing 
was ated, they would infinuate, that you 
uſed the advantage your fituation gave you, 
of a perſonal application to the audience, 
in order to throw contempt upon the piece 
while that and it's author were immedi- 
ately under your protection. 
However, Sir, while I return you thoſe 
thanks which juſtice and gratitude oblige 
me to; I am extremely doubtful whether 
the public will confider the favours I con- 
lence on your part ; for they will nawrally 
ſay, that, as to your acting, the play could 
not poſſibly have done without it, which, 
after you had received it, muſt have been 
to yourloſs; and, for giving me your wit 
and humour, all the world is ſenſible, that 


Your moſt obliged 
Humble ſervant, 
THE EDITOR. 


Dc 


PREFACE. 


Tas following piece is a tranſlation of Le 
MaLaps IMacinairs, one of Moriizaz's moſt 
celebrated productions in the farcical kind. 
Some ſcenes which could not poſſibly ſucceed 
and thoſe ſubſtituted, in which the character of 
Doctor Last is introduced; and, for that 
character only, the editor has to anſwer ; no- 
thing elſe in the ſubſequent ſcenes, being intirely 


Ho it has hitherto appeared upon the ſtage, 
or how-it may appear hereafter, is at preſent of 
little conſequence. It is ſubmitted to the can- 
dour of intelligent readers, who will. conſider a 
farce as ſuch, and decide upon its merit ac- 
cordingly. To add more is needleſs, except 
thanks to the performers, particularly ro Mr. 
Sowdon, for his kindneſs to the editor, when 
he ſtood in great need of aſſiſtance ; and to that 
admirable comedian, Mr. Weſton, by whoſe 
excellent performance, Doctor Laſt is ſtill ren- 
der'd'a laughable object. | 


P R O- 
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Written by D. Gan nick, Eſa. and poker hp 
Mr. r. 1172 


7 OUR farvants, W 8 
Z 


— (ile, be ſed to grumble, 
Be Be you ple you pleaſe, Tum 1 your moſt humble, 


As to laugh is a right only given to mai, 4 

To keep up that right is 8 plan— 
Fair ladies, don't frown, I t woman too 
What's common to man, muſt be common to you. 
8 Prey” ogy ann ; 
rom the old ing prude, to the tit” young 3 
"Foy exfur * gr 
To make you 


rteg while 
So, when doctors of 1 wit! 


There's ms 80 and ſtare- quacks; 3 nzy, wou 

. but ſearch, 2 

We ſhould find Heaven blef us !—ſoine 4 in 
the church ! 

The ſtiff band, and MifF bob of the methodiſt race, 

Give the balſam of life and the tincture of grace, 

And the poor wretched patients think much good is 
done em, 

Tho' bliſters and cauſticks are ever upon them. 

As for law and the ſtate, if quack'ry's a curſe, 

Which w: 3 the good bad, and the bad will make 
worie ; 


We 


PR OL OG U E. | 
We fhould paint out the quack, from the regular 


brother, 
They are wiſer "than I who can tell one from tother! 
ks tc. puffs, and patents, ſtand 


Shall we find out no quacks in the Theatres Royal 
Some dramatical drugs that are puff d on the town, 
Cauſe many wry faces, and ſcarce will go dun. | 
Nay an audi ſometimes will in quack'ry fox. 
Andſweat down an author ſome pounds in one night. 
Wg cartn bad che 


bter and kind piration together 
own noiruma of ie and of 


| but cure ye, 

r by eel} will Cafkeve, I ure ye. 

'Tis eaſy to ſet up a chariot in town, 

And fill is that chariot laid down. 

a petitions by me, both as doctor and lover, 

you'll not ſtop his wheels, or his chariot tip over: 

E well, I beſeech you, the worſt on't would be, 
you overturn bim, you may overſet me. 


| Dramatis Perſons. 


E - Miſs Roſe. 
2 — 4 Mrs. Gardiner '. 


Phyſicians, bc. 3 
scENE, A.wov's's Hoſe, is LONDON, 


%Y 


DOCTOR LAST 
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HIS CHARIOT. 


ACT-L SCENE-L 


A Parlour in A1Lwov'»'s Houſe, with a Table and 
Chairs. Pau enters followed by Wao. 


Was. ELL, but, Mrs. Prudence, don't 
be in a paſſion, 
Pru. Mr. Wag, I will be in a paſſion; and 
it's enough to put any one in a paſſion to have 


to do with fuch indiſcreet people as your maſter. 


I believe he's out of his ſenſes for my part. 
Wag. He's in love, Mrs. Prudence, and that's 
half way. 

Pry. So often as he has been forbid either to 
come or ſend after my miſtreſs, to perſiſt, in 
ſpite of all our cautions and interdictions 

Wag. He does not come or ſend, child. 

Pra. No hat do you do here then, and be 
hang'd to you? 

Hag. I only bring a letter. | 
Pre. Very pretty jeſting, truly. I was afraid 
that ſome of the family wou'd take notice of my 
B talking 


2 D006; 0'R - LL 4a'8-:F 


talking to you in the hall But, in truth, here 
is no place of ſafety in the houſe; for now I've 
brought you up here, I'm afraid every moment 
of my maſter's ſurprizing us. 

ag. Does the old gentleman always keep 
n 

Pru. Kee — is 
chamber, 41 very often bis bed. Tho wind 
know he's one of thoſe folks that are always 
ſick, 8 complaining, ever taking phy- 

fic, and, in reality, never ailing any thing. I'm 
his nurſe, with a plague to him, and he worries 
me out of my life. | 

Wag. Wou'd I were ſick upon the ſame 
conditions. | 

Pru. Come, come, no fooling. —You ſaid you 
had a letter from your maſter to my young lady: 
give it me, and P11 deliver it to her. 

Wag. There it is, my dear. 

Pru. But am I not a very naughty wench to 
be acceſſary, in this manner, to a 
correſpondence ? 

Wag. The billet is perfectly innocent, I can 
aſſure you; and ſuch as your lady will read 
with pleaſure. 

Pru. Well, now go away. 

Wag. I won't, without you give me a kiſs. 

Pra. Poh, you're a fool. 
Wag. I won't, 
Pru. Then you may ſtay there all night. 
Wag. Mrs. Prue—come.. Ef 

Pru. Nay, if it's worth having, it's worth 
fetching. 

Wag. Say you ſo, my girl—Thus, then, I 
approach thoſe charming lips. [ Drawing near ber 
with ridiculous ceremony. A bell rings vidlently.] 

Pre. 
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Pry. Confuſion! away, away, away, begone, 
as quick as you can, or we're both ruin'd. 
Wag. Ay! how! what the devils the matter? 
Pru. My maſter's bell, my maſter's bell. He 
rings again! down the back ſtairs, and let your- 
ſelf out at the ſtreet door. I can't ſtay to talk 
to you any longer now—adieu. ' | 
Wag. [A bes going off. ] Hey, what a ringing's 
here} one wou'd think the houſe was on fire. 


S CC B.NE IK 


A1Lwov'p, who comes thro the Back Scene in 4 
Night-Gown and Flannel Cap, bis Crutch in 
one Hand, and a ſmall Bell in the other. 


il. O lord, O lord, here's uſage for a poor 
helpleſs fick man! There's nobody in the houſe 
ſure; there can be nobody; they've all deſerted 
me, and left me alone to expire without aſſiſt- 
ance. I made ſhift to muſter up ſufficient 
ſtrength to crawl thus far; and now, I can die 
here. [¶ Drops into the arm chair with @ pittous 
groan; then, after a ſhort pauſe, ſtarting and 
Haring] Mercy on me, what's the matter with 
me! Pm ſuddenly ſeiz d with a ſhivering fit !— 
And now I burn like a red-hot coal of firel— 
And now again—ſhiver, ſhiver, ſhiver, asif my 
blood was turn'd into ſnow-water | Prudence, 
Nancy, Mrs. Ailwou'd, love, wife! they're all 
deaf! and my bell is not loud enough neither. 
Prudence, I ſay. 


3 2 SCENE 


4 DOCTOR LAST 


SCENE I 


ArLwovu'o, Pavpence. 


Pre. Here, Sir, here : what's the matter? 


Al. Ah, you EN 206 
9 burt ber bead. The 
impatience; you hurry people 


ſo, you 8 break my head againſt 


the win dow -( ſhutter. 
Ai. You you—tis above an hour 
Pru. [ Crying. ] Dear me, how it ſmarts! 


il. Above an hour that I have been wanting 


Fon. £81 Obi huſſey, till I ſcold 
Ail. Hold your tongue, huſſey, cold you. 
. after the blow I 


aal 
1 


ou have made me get 

teſts, Aud you hr i pat ane neint rather 
and we're quit. 
Ail. How, Mrs. Impudence 
Pre. If you ſcold, PU cry. 
Al. To deſert me in ſuch a manner! 
Pre, (Crying] Oh! Oh! Oh! 
Ail. Are you at it again ? Why, you parts 
brazen, audacious, provoking, 
— I be allowed to have the pleaſure 
of finding fault with you ? 

Pra. You may have that pleaſure, if you will; 
and it's as fair that I ſhou'd have the pleaſure of 


crying, if I like it, 
Ail. 
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i. Well, well, I have done.—Take away 


theſe things, and get me my medicine. It's 
three hours and two minutes fince I took it; 
and don't you know the preſcription ſays every 
three hours? I feel the bad effects of my omiſ- 
fion already. 

Pra. Lord, Sir, why will you drench your- 
ſelf with ſuch naſty flops? One wou'd think the 

hyſicians and ies cou'd find ſufficient 
Ru for your craving bowels; but you muſt go 
to the quacks too; and this Poctor Laſt, with 
his univerſal balſamic reſtorative cordial, that 
turns water into aſſes milk. 

Ail. That's a good girl, go on. 

Pru. Methinks if one was to take phyſic, one 
wou'd rather chuſe to go to a regular phyſician 
than to a quack. 

Ail. And why fo, my dainty adviſer? 

Pru. For the ſame reaſon that, if I wanted a 
pair of ſnoes, I wou'd rather go to an eſtabliſhed 
ſhoemaker, than lay out my money at a York- 
ſhire warehouſe. 

All. If I hear any more of your impudence, 
PI break your head to ſome purpoſe, it ſhan'r 
be a bump in the forchead will ſerve you. 

Pra. Eh, you old fanciful, fooliſh—— 
Ail. Go and call my daughter Nancy to me, I 
have ſomething to ſay to her. 

P T8, She's here, Sir 0 


SCENE 


6 DOCTOR LAS TT 
SCENE WV. 


AiLwov*'pd, Prxupence, Nancy. 


il. Come here, Nancy; I want to ſpeak with 
_ 7 
, Nan. What's your pleaſure, Sir? | 
Ail. Stay; before | fay or do any thing fur- 
ther, PII go into the next room and take my 
medicige-—1 eee you fool to fhrgite ries 
Pre. Ay, Sir, ſo you wou'd. 

Ail. I ſhould, indeed, for it does me a prodi- 
gious deal of good; though I muſt take a little 
cooling phyſick too, in order to correct the 
Juices. 


= * I IJ - 


Nancy, Prupexce. 


Nan. Prudence. 
Pra. Madam. : 

Nan. Look on me a little. 

Pru. Well, I do look on you. 

Nan. Prudence. 

Pra. Well, what would you have with Pru- 


dence? 
t you gueſs ? | 

Pru. Some diſcourſe, I ſuppoſe, about our 
new acquaintance, Mr. H ve; for you have 
done nothing but talk of him for this week paſt. 

Nen. And can you blame me for the good 
opinion I have of him? 
Pru. Who ſays I do? A 
Nan. Or would you have me inſenſible to the 
tender proteſtations which he makes me? 

Pre. 
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Pru. Heav'n forbid. 

Nan. Prythee tell me now, Prudence, don't 
you really think there was ſomething of deſtiny 
in the odd adventure that brought us acquainted? 

Pru. Certainly. 

Nan. Was there not ſomething uncommonly 
brave and gentleman-like in that action of reſcu- 
ing me without knowing any thing of me ? 

Pru. Very genteel and gentleman-like, indeed. 

Nan. And was it poſſible for any one to make 
a more generous uſe of it ? 

Pru. Impoſſible. 

Nan. Then, Prue, he has a moſt charming 
perſon. Don't you think ſo ? 

Pru. Who can think otherwiſe ? 
r his air? 

Pru. Very noble. | 

Nan. Then he talks like an angel. 

Pru. Ay, and writes like an angel too, I dare 
ſwear, ma'am ; as this letter will ſhew. 

Nan. From Mr. Hargrave! You wicked pirl, 
why wou'd you keep it from me ſo long? 

[ Snatches it from ber and reads it to berſelf ] 
| * Well, ma'am, what does the gentleman 
_ ſay? | 
Nan. Every thing, dear Prue; every thing in 
the world that I cou'd wiſh or deſire. He ſays 
he can't live happy without me, and that he will, 
by the means of a common friend, immediately 
make a formal propoſal for me to my father. 

Pru. But do you think ma'am, that your 
father will liſten ? 

Nan. He can have no objection, Prudence. 

Pru. No, ma'am; but your mother-in-law 
may, who governs him, and, I'm ſure bears 

you 
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ou no good will. The beſt joke is, the thinks 
ſhe has wheedled me into her intereſts— 

Nan. Huſh ! here's my father. 


8 
y 


EC x V 


 _ Nancy, Antwov's. 


ſmile at that! Ah, nature, nature! "By what I 
perceive then, I need not. aſk you if you are 
willing? 

Nan. I am ready 


to ſubmit to your commands 


in every thing, Sir.—-Dear Prue, this is beyond 


my hopes. 
x Hargrave has kept his word, ma- 
Ail. What are you whiſpering about ? 


- Nan. Nothing, Sir. 
w ) ARE bv 
to 


you in ſo complying a difpoſition : for, 
tell you the truth, | as relied on the thing 
before I mentioned it to you, and had even 


„„ „ lng 
4 | 


3 It's 


5 
4 n but 
told he will be every way to the ſatisfaction 
of wy both. 
Nan. Thar, Sir, I am certain of, for I have 
ſeen him already. 


—_—— „„ a—_ - 
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A. Have you? 

Nan. Since your conſent, Sir, encourages me 
to diſcovet my Wig Ht you muſt know that 
good fortune has lately brought us acquainted , 
and, that the propoſal which has: been made to 
you — thus fem which, at the 
firſt interview, we conceived for one another. 

Hild. That's more than I knew, but no matter; 
the ſmoother things . $9 on. the better I am 
pleated. —He is but a little man I am told. 

＋ He's well. made, Sir 
Be nt in his perſon? 


2 2 In his me” 
Nan. Perfectly 
Al. Really thats much Very much u 
my word, that a man of low birth, and bred up 
to a mean profeſſion for, tho” the doctor has 
now fifteen thouſand pounds in the funds, and 
gets eight or nine hundred a year, he owes all 
to his medicinal ſecrets. 
- Nan. Sir! 
Ail. At leaſt fo 
that vends his medicines, tells me; thro' whofe 
mediation, indeed, this propoſal is made. ; 
. * Mr. Traſh! Mr. Hargrave an 
to do then 
L Hargrave} who the devil's he? I am 
ai EE n you are to marry, Dr. Laſt, 
whoſe cordial has done me ſo much ſervice. It 
ſeems he is a widower, and has a mind to get a 
ſecond. wife that may do him ſome credit; ſuch 
as his worldly circumſtances intitle him to. 
Nan. Well, but my dear Sir— 
Ail. Yes, child, I una it's very well—The 


doctor is to be brought | here to day to be in- 


troduced 


Mr. Traſh, the bookſeller 


| 
| 
| 
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troduced to me, and I am really concern'd that 


I appointed Dr. Coffin, Dr. Skeleton, and Dr. 


Bulruddery, to hold a conſultation upon my caſe 
this morning; for I have found ſo much benefic 
from Dr. Laſt's medicine, that I think he will 

be the propereſt perſon to find out what's the 


matter with me. 
Nan. Well but, Sir, give me leave to tell 


Ail. And what beinen * you v6 be 
meddling, im ? 
« - Pre. - No bafineſs ar all Sir— But. if you are 
really ſerious in your deſign about this 
Lr you, Ne it 


I MY You have nothing to 5 7 
ve told the — ropo 
N rich; but, if 3 its 114. what moſt in- 
clin'd, and, 4 — 4 determin'd me, as it were, 
to aceept of Dr. Laſt for a ſon-in-law, is the 
number of invaluable ſecrets he poſſeſſes; and 
this alliance will intitle me to take his medicines 
gratis, as my various infirmities may require— 
a thing that we ought all to conſider, my laſt 
year's apothecary's bill amounting to two hundred 
and nincteen pounds, four ſhillings and eleven 


pence. 


Pru. 
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Pru. A very pretty reaſon for marrying 
daughter to a quack indeed "02% 
Sir, tell me, upon your honour, now, does any 
thing ail you ? 

Ail. Eh! how ! any thing ail me 

Fru. Ay Sir, are you ſick in earneſt; and, if 
ſo, what's the matter with you ? 

FL. It's my misfortune not to know—Wou'd 
to Heav'n I d. did. Bur, to cut ſhort all theſe im- 
pertinences, look you, daughter, 1 lay my com- 

mands upon you to prepare yourſelf to receive 
the huſband I for you. 

Pre. And I, madam, on my part command 
you to have nothing to do with him. [going off.) 

Ail. Why, you impudent flut, ſhall a cham- 
bermaid take the liberty— 

Pru. She ſhan't marry the K. 
Ail. Shan't ſhe! we'll ſee that, if I get near 
enough to * my cane acroſs _ ſhoulders. 


Ri 
Nan. Dear Sir — * 


Pru. Oh, don't hinder him, madam; give 
him leave to come; he's welcome to do his 
worſt. 
Ail. If I lay hold of you— [Following ber.] 

Pre. I fay I won't ht 8 do a fooliſh thing if 
I as hel * | Getting bebind a Chair.} 

ome hither, come hither, [il following 
14 an ſtop her there, don't ler her paſs. 
Pre. 1 believe no father but yourſelf ever 
ght of ſuch a thing. 
L. Help me to catch her, daughter, or I'll 
never give you my bleſſing. 
Pru. Never mind him, madam. 
Aid. An audacious, impudent, inſolent 


C 2 | Pry 
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Pre. Ay," ay, you may abuſe me if you 
pleaſe ; bur T weak zire my (conſent to the 
match for all that. 

*s 4 Oh, 83 T for, [he | 2 

1 age. can pport no 

ſhe has Kurd, f fhe has murder d me. Falls into 

his chair. 

_ Your humble Servant, ſweet dir Come 
» madam. 


"0 Al. Love! Wife! Mrs. Ailwou'd ! 


S C E N EF. VIL 
 Ai.wou'd, Mrs. Au.wov d. 


Mrs. Ail. How now ! 
4. Oh, lamb, lamb, come hither if you 


love me. 


* What's the matter with my poot 


Ail. Help me, ſweeteſt. 


Mrs. Al. I will help thee z what's the matter ? 
Ail. Lamb! 


Ars. Ail. Well, my heart! 


Al. T n 
here out che ſmall porrion of life ad pre 
I have left. 


Mrs. Ail. No, ſweet, 1 hope not, Who has 
anger'd thee ? 
Al. That jade Prudence She is grown more 
ſaucy and impudent than ever. 


Atrs. Ail. t in a 
ber, * e put yourſelf i paſſion with 


A. I don't believe 1 ſhall ever recover it. 
Airs, Ail. Yes, yes, compole yourlelt. 


At. 
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She has been contradicting me— 


. Al. Don't mind her. 
Af. And has had the impudence to tell me 
Pm not fick, when you know, my lamb, how 


it is with me. 

Mrs, Al. I know, my heart, very well, you 
are 8 rr help thee |! 
Al. jade will bring me to my grave. 
She is the cauſe of half the phlegm I breed ; and 
have defired, a hundred and a hundred times, 
that you wou'd turn her off, _ 

Mrs. Ail. My child, there are no ſeryants 
but have their faults, and we muſt endure their 
bad qualities, that we may have the uſe of their 


ones. However, I will give Mrs. Prudence: 


2 lecture for her impertinence, I aſſure you 
Who's there? Prue, Prudence, I ſay. 


SCENE VII. 
AiLwov'o, Mrs. AiLwou'd, Prvupence. 


Pru, Did you call me, madam? [very de- 
wer ety. ] 


' Mrs. Ail. Come hither, miſtreſs What is the 


meaning that you fret and thwart your maſter, 
and put him into pailions ? 

Pra. Who, I, madam ! Bleſs my ſoul, I don't 
know what you mean: I'm ſure, my ſtudy, 
morning, noon, and night, is how to pleaſe and. 
ber hi 


im. | 
Al. Don't believe her, my dear; ſhe's a liar ; 


ſhe neither pleaſes nor obeys me, and has be- 
haved in the moſt infolent manner, | 
Mrs, Ail. 


GT ORAL AAT 


Mrs. Ail. Well, my foul, I'm ſure what you 
fay is right; but compoſe yourſelf. —Look you, 
Prudence, if ever you proyoke your maſter 
again, I'll turn you out of doors. Here give 
me his pillows, and help me to ſettle him in his 
chair—He ſets I know not how—Pull your 
night-cap over your 2 2 = 4 There's 
nothing gives co much as letting 
wind in at —— | 

Al. Ah, my love, I ſhall never be able to 
repay all the care you take of me. 

Mrs. Al. Raiſe yourſelf a little, that I may 
put this under you—this behind your back— 
and this to lcan your head upon. 

Pru. And this to cover your brains. 

[Claps a pillow rudely on his head.] 

Ail. Lou curſed jade, do you want to ſtifle 


me? 
[Gets up in à paſſion, throws the 
pillows at ber, and drives ber out, 


F4 


SCENE IX, 
A1Lwov'pd, Mrs. AiLwov'D. 


Ars. Ail. Hold, hold, what did ſhe do to 
you? _ 

Al. Do to me! the ferpent.—S$he'll be the 
death of me if you continue to keep her in the 
houſe. #:- £5 I's 
Mrs. Ail. Well but, jewel, you are too apt to 
flurry yourſelf, | 

Ail. My ſweet, you are the only comfort I 
have; and, in order to requite your tenderneſs, 
in the beſt manner I am able, I have reſolv'd, as 
| have told you, to make my will. 


IN HIS CHARIOT. ig 


Mrs. Hi, Ah, dom talk to me in that man- 
ner, don't Mr. Ailwou'd, I beſeech you, unleſs 
you have a mind to break my heart. 

i 9 we are all moral; but 
” 1 make me too. 
Mrs. 2. Oh! oh! oh! Sa 

Ail. Nay, deareſt 

=_— You fad ſomething of your will, 


did'n* 
Sehr you wou d ſpeak to your atter- 


Al. 
ney about it. 

Mrs. Ail. Tes; but I cannot ſpeak to him 
about any ſuch thing ; it wou'd cut me to the 


Ail. It muſt be done, Biddy. 

Mrs. Ail. No, no, no.— However, I have de- 
fired him to come hither to day, and you may 
ſpeak to him about it yourſelf. 

il. I wou d fain be inform'd in what manner 
I may cut off my children, and leave all to you. 
Mrs. Al. Alas, my dear, if you ſhou'd be 
taken away, —— bmnene is the world. 

Ail. My only concern, when I die, will be 
that I never had a child by you; and Dr. Bul- 


ruddery, the Iriſh, phyſician, promis'd me I 


ſhould have twins 

Mrs. Hil. But do you think, my dear, that 
you will be able to cur off your two daughters. 
and leave me all? 
il. If not my landed eſtate, at any rate I 
can leave you my ready money; and, by way of 
precaution, I will make over to you immedi- 
ately, four thouſand which I have in the 
three per cents, and bonds for near the ſame 


ſum, which Llent to Sir Timothy Whiſky. 


Me.. 


is bro Cf OA Lasft 


Al. Four thouſand pounds, my love. 

Mrs. Al. To talk td me of money when I am 
depriv'd of the only perſon with whom I co d 
enjoy it And how” much more in bonds ? 
- a the ſame ſum, 1 don't 
1 and to have us both 


An wov'db, Mrs. Artwov's, Pavbprucr. 
Pr. Si, there are the thice doctors below, in 
morning. Seer 

AL. Ay, they are cm to conſult my 
Fm forty 1 ſpoke ao them, but it's too 
1 · a en! 

i: Pra. Aud. there's another, 


er, gentlethan ut the 
in a chariot, with Mr. Traſh, the book - 


ſeller, who defared me to tell you he had brought 


IN HIS CHARIOT. 2 
. a ? * 


S CEN E XI. 


An wov'p, Dr. Corr, Dr. S«tLtTON, Dr. 
| BuLrRuDDERY.. ' 

Coff. Mr. Ailwou'd, your fervant. I have 

d your commands, you ſee, ; and am come, 

with my brothers Skeleton and Bulruddery, to 

— How do 


— 


CIAL 

* 154; - I 

— good friend and phytician, 
and, by'the of the intelligence he can give 
ado ans aha ada 


u DO m IAST 

the matter with me; ſo I leave you to your con- 
ſultation. Gentlemen your ſervant. A d 
ſeeing the doors as bg goes out, drops a guinea.) 
Stay, doctor, Ill take it up for you. 


Skel. Sir, 1 thank you . [ thiok, "ww 
was another d 


Ail. No, d 
Stel. Why. I have but two. 


ML. Bur rw! —Oh 1 Ob! [gies bm ue 


SCENE xn. 


bv. 88 Dr. Sxzlrron, D. Boravppzav, 


Jutmg down 228 r a, * 
= @ ſhort filexce, = 


wee ng Coffin, | ſhall I trouble you for 2 
you your-—((pting f) Havannah, þ 
Brought me 1 
who affted in aking the place. 

Sil. (Swerzes ) Devilidh frong- .. 
 Buirad, I have often, Dr Skeleron, bad it in 
my bend to aſk. ſoine of the faculty. what can be 
the reaſon char when a map happeoa . 


all the bows ? þ #1 
Skel. Sneezing, Dr. Bulruddery, was a dr 
ul ſy 2 peſtilential diſeaſe, 


which formerly depopulated the republic of 
Athens ; ever Gace, when chat conyulfion oc- 
curs, a ſhort cjacularion is offered up, that the 


ter * 
— — acting party Nun 


IN HIS CHARIOT: 2G 
bf our our . profeſſion muſt arrive much better 
in them there foreign parts, than at home: 


age, becauſe w of plagues and 
peſtilences, yr Te of diſorders that 
mack « whole nation at once. Now, n — 


TE 1 fk a rn the 
meaſles. in Dean f . from 
thence I ſet out 5 5 Hy —. 
| = at Charing EET forthe SL 


nee 
ription, be- 


EE 5 a dn e 


„ eng bor. 
__ 3 


8 25 wn to 


% DO ORA 


TH IS "CHARIOT. a 


S EN E VIII.. 


Dr, Cet, Dr: Kir hrbn, D., Bornov- 
bExr, and Atrwoor. 


| "Ml, Genilemen, men, 1 pardon for this inter- 
dun you Weben 2 
to know 


ruption 
my caſe, and I have ſome 
fy omg ing thus ſuddenly, to 

you have yer been able co form? 
"EL Steleton.) Come, Sire. 2 


Ns, Sir; „Kae y do 2 — 


2 2 23 4 


Tbe ert th myſelf EAR 19195 
44 Nay; 1775 itlemen, leave theſe cere- 
monie; and, if ooh been able ta form any 


Cof- Why FeAl Si, to tell you the truth 
"Shel We have hot yer, with an che obfer- 
vations we have been _ to make upon your 


te nol Fr ſqui GG 


0 + 
2 Fe . acquainted 

25 becauſe, 3 7 
form any opinion, have happy enough to 


have Fs bebti-able ies 
meet with « a phyſician that N Sir, wo 
we the; e 00 a+ in * 


Lt 1 
. 


- 


0 n NE 
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S CEN E XIV: 


Dr. Corrin, Dr. SxzLETOn, 1 - BuLnuDDERY, 
22 Ar wou'p, Dr. 1 AST, 


ae fake W alto. 
W goon EE. ſce'a man of 


WL Nath, (nee 17 e en 


ve a very 


the jaundice gives 1 48 hue: 


lain 
eh god won op? the dos 


s. 9 % 

„ 

| * ® , - 
ey. 


Sede lag "94% fo A NW 35> 
But you muſt, dun ae woher thin 
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D. Laft. They only” does this to put me out 
now, becauſe I'm no collegion. 

„ i Well, pray, n go on with your ex- 
2 

D. Laft. Well, 1 ſays then; (T Akon d. 
who turns about for ſomething) 1 won't talk with- 
out you minds; — the yallar janders, I ſay, i _ 
the yallar janders is, as if ſo be— 
Ce. Why, you were talking of the grey 
Jaundice this moment. 

D. Lat. Np I wasnt, I did'nt fay avods of 
the grey Did I, Mr. Ailwou'd ? —It's 
the yallar janders.—I knows well enough what 
Im about, if you'll let me alone. 

Coff. Well, what of the yallar janders? 

D. Laff. Why, I won't tell you. won't ſay 
a word more now; if you — 64 + uf, ag 
miſtaken z yon ſhan't learn nothing from 

EA You're bloody inipudent fellow. 

D. I does my cures no no 
and which of you can ſay that? (turning 1s 
won d.) Many — 2 — 8 
vice and aſſiſtance, when they don't know what 
to do themſelves. 

Goff Come, come, friend, we know you. 

D. Lai. Well, and I knows you. —Pray, Dr. 
Coffin, didn't you attend one Mrs. Greaves, a 
tallow chandler's widow, that lodg d at the pork 
oy i Pains; and didn't ſhe ſend for me 

e'her over? 
_— z and ſhe died in two days. 
D. Laſt. "Well, —ſo the did; —- but was no 
fault of mine, ſhe ſhou'd have ſent for me firſt. 
What could 1 do for her, after you had kill d 
the 8 | Goff 


5 — ** your caſe. 


sf Mm 0k 0K LAST 
Caß But; 


A. 01 ; much; and 00 alt 
you, IM leave this gentleman 5 be may give you 
further reaſons for what he acyencet. 1 


hy, — 
Tes b Ne to be killed rev of 
DEE, be I never was. Al. 
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"I m4 on n an *. 


f a It was very 8 P ſure. wy 


2  Dikaf..* 2 ry 
1 out- does em in 

ocdentarious in their own way 6 
13 £4 Gn. Soda. way, KATY. 3 5 e 
- 6. And I Actor, yo ae e 
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3 2 oa Yes, and d ohe of 1 
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to do 
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| e eee 
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Sar, from el Tae rom Journ 
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* "ar ban bas chove 
tipp'd ee rey; end ede flo a child's 
mocher that 1 cur d of the dry gripes. 
Wal, doccor, if you willow come io 


e. What! in chis cri? 1 wou'd not for 
Pm to ſee a gene- 


_==- that: Pre got in hand 
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AK -er chene n Wie a 
btb % u irt 4 eil 18 
YTIIV Go! A H. SCENE I. 7 

e I, 
Halber rana in Artwou's's Hass 1 
N een, 


vol ai Ast ed vt 12! 1 ns 192 


-02. By 8 2 — 
n — vr It 5104 goiter 


Hat. But tell me my deſt 
3 in the fight of 
mir? 15 | SHI 533 3 mO0tq IX 307 
Pri. No, Mr. Hargrave, I cannot, 'indeedy 
have been told fo a thouſand times already: 


Tfene bat res e e this morn” 


ing bur yoo wow be acl Oe. fo: 


are now come here in perſon, Ed balk 


ing nei bus 
ear. Nog mp >godd Prue, Tis awac of 


* 


that, and! anot come her in my on churc 
— — ng ha 's Italian: 
maſterat un ven int y he bas 
1 | ena e 


U 


— — thought you 
of Bro 


make — 0s come — chit * 


val OY 31 2 00% 
— FO day b 1 it ſhow'd 
have been done ir; no 


her father. 


is 


7 


* 
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to her to another 
E e Ear * 
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ES... % W . * 22k. mi 
Pr. I doakdkmwiany 


2. Hi 


i 
C0 


is. 


Aoſmy 1 21 200 wh 
Huſt bert my. maſters: ep ina che 
bil | prepare fü gata 
pn. :0n0e Segen we 7 oh 

enn based a of blen ay © oh or 


M1901 2172 : $*%cE NEUE 


to ti en ug * Menne 800 


rt. pus Her Alem aon bad. 
A 293 109703} hg fi ee 26:92 on 


Ml. Dr. Laſt directed mei during the pe- 
tlon M lia atpditine; td chhoxen er.twetve tums 
abenmtche us buriforgoo 2ondfit lim he. 
theditiwou'd unt effificidugithe lag way. 
bande Thadbaſh'ddiim de 
. Sir, bee i . — eig eld mom 1) 


—— nl 


ee bend ſnake ear f fick people. wy 
cell you, =p e 


ru Spe ws Jt it 10 2UTL 
I Sir. . 
Dim Pran 


- ins 
gnw Mel-nin>diord en 
"Pub Lnepingronellyou-{ low, 
What is it you * 2 w_ 
5. 1 here's s man vi 


8 — "I ob no f 
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„ let him come n 


2 9008 e 2. 


$ CE: ns. 


180 91 * 21h 44. ; 10:3 
to nd A 
- Ws 


may | 
pes Heer EEE 
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you're blind, be bk b 


grow 
a 25 N — 


be a bud tar 


Ne FUE, 1 517 941 « We y 6+ a 
Ss i, Lan pol 8 
mely ſorry for your. 8 hope 
you will ſoon get the erty fe Fey W. 


ag. .now compliments/are 
Pray may I take the ay to A 
l r 
aF.: „rome bg on dor Miss 
Ailvouid'gaban maſten ; Ghei — "cop 


ur into che country, . and ſends me, being his 
intimate 


moe AQ LAST 


intimatſ ſriens 22 — by 
intetrupuing em. ſbesd: forget y 
has already learfd. :: * rn Ov 


Al. Very well; 
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glone wi 

Ail. L warrant you. DA AM e 

3 ede 0 H ei diſturd oh im the 
condition you are in, to þave-peaple 


gov bo: os Sas (12148 i 5385. 
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Al. Nancy my Gen, ur- Ats! N 
Sarin li conhg and has ſeut 
u tech qu bn on n vo ne 
Nan. Oh. heaven's$is>' ip. 1 bed it 2d 
Al. What's the matter "Why 
ment;Þ: Leh 3:2. ae yi. Ty "1 ka, 


2 ot Wn. i: many. 


Fil, Becaule,.: . 8 Meg it” uo 
Worn Totes Bre "= 24 "2H 27 7 
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Pra. 1 believe, = it will be dauer to take 


A this alot 


JE'S: 


IN! HIS THAO win 
».gentleman; cke tha, came fo my aſ- 
ſiſtance, d 
8 We ler chefore me 
Ail. Did — ik? 
Har. 1 count myſelf 
n 


rtic 
Rrefs whi 
Lande ven 8 mda Ne * * 

Wu, now, S, you are rather more 
foot chan he But, pray have done th your 
nonſenſe, - bork the 0ne and.ocher 3 and vou, Sir, 


if you An 
1 2 Sweat man for- 


Wa, that 3 the gde, he 
won d peak Spaniſh , to men French; but to 


— Italian, as de ptoperel- kangusge for 
ve. 
ſtrange rounꝗ · a. bout way of beginning. 


— — — — 


Ail. A 
Har. If he was to f 10 his horſe, indeed, 
he faid he wou d in High Doch; as for 
eramplir Das dick der: donder ſchalq. 
Ail. So, you won't have done — * 
Har. * give me leave; every maſter 
has his method N doubt, madam. . you. have 
been informid, that thezadjefiige nuaſk' agree with 
if Names, 1. A —_— beau- 
ancy,."[/ofaty-(to ben] that 1s 4 — 
hammer, Amante fidele,: Faithful lover by 
ts her] att me my . at upon 
more than life. coming- cloſe | to: 
Nen, Hargreve raiſes bis Teite;] Now theſe, 


. er der, number; and 
caſe. 7 „ 7 Yom! 
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- A. She won't | 


Pre. Yes, Sir, I will peak ce gs) 
Ti. Les, du, 3— 
3 © pen below 2s fine as 2 8 


ber dens your chamber and I 
E you, Sir, to take your leave; and 
pray let your friend know, chat neither he, 
nor his ſubſtitute, need continue their viſits for 
the future. 


Har. Aide] Well, my good old gentleman, 

u ſhall hear from me 9 than you 
imagine; for, ſince the way has been pointed out 
to me, 1 will make a en 


e of * houſe. 


| 2 ” 1 
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. Lap. An * 
cat into m anch hit me S 

douſe on the be $þ 
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r 
R 8 ; 


Pra. Dr. Laſt—Sir, your moſt obedient. | 
* You n 3 10 


| by | 2  Anwov's and Lr. 


| kts ode? ini ber Lord, he meant 
no harm—Pm. too good natur d to take notice 
p of every trifle—Pm one of the beſt narurd'ſt 
little fellows, I believe, that ever was born 
Why Pm like a dog in my own houſe; I never 
troubles myſelf abour nochipg , aff I defire is 
i 
l Well-T think m. er will, in that 
respect, — Pen, for the's 1s good 
natur d a girl as lives. * 1 be glad 
D. Last. I' tell you a thing. you to 
heff—T1 * beieve 1 wal come out with new 
mecheine in a day dr two. n 
Al. III take What TO * 


ence of cucumber. | n 44 
vl A Of l 54, "Oh 
D. Laff Ay, c bebe 

J ˙ char per 

biet i it be for-nothing aſe? 
D. Las. Yes; it will de good for che cramp. 
s 2401 ive had an odd pam in the ball of my 
| foot all day, F done know what it. may tury, to. 


1 Fi imiſs Nancy vou fd come, for 
Fe { think we ae do ve wed 
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things directly; I'll ſettle whatever you pleaſe 
upon her, for I have neither chick nor child but 
my old mother. | 
Mil. Here ſhe is. 


SCENE VII. 
ArLwov'p, Lasr, Nancy, Prvupevce. 


Ail. Nancy, this is Dr. Laſt. 

D. Lat. No offence, miſs, I (goes 1 
and kiſſes ber; I thinks, Mr. Gwen, ſhe's 5 
much like you, only ſhe wants a ſcrap of colour, 
but I'll give her a bottle of ſtuff when we're 
married, that in three doſes will make her cheeks 
as red as a roſe. - 
Ail. Why don't you ſpeak to the Doctor, 
Nancy? 

Nav. I don't know what to ſay, Sir. 

D. Laſs, Let her alone, e we'll 
talk faſt enough when we're better acquainted— 
I fancy, Mr. Ailwou'd, we ſhall have very fine 
children; I had three as beautiful babes, by my 
laſt your, as ever 2 woman brought into the 


"AL 1 they're dead doctor: 

D. Laſs. Yes, yes, I told you ſoa bit a gone. 
Sweet pretty little angels, they all lies in Pan- 
cr hurch-yard, with their poor dear mammy. 

In Pancras church-yard 
D. Lat. Yes, there's tomb-ſtones over every 
one of them. 

il. Tomb-ftones ! 

D. Loft. Ay. 
Ail. Is there tho? x. 
D. Laß. Yes; what's the mn with you? 
F 2 Al. 


1 
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Mil. Heigh ho! 
D. Left. Have you got the cholic? 
Ail. No. 
Nan. Has any ſudden illneſs ſeiz d you, Sir 2 
Ail. No, only; low fpirits. I think ſome how, 
I ſhall be buried in Pancras church yard myſelf. 
Pru. Lord, Sir, how can you take ſuch 
things into your head? 
Ai I wi there had been no talk about tomb: 
ſtones. 
n. Here's my lady. 


SC EN E IX 


Dr. ian, Ars. Ai.wov'p, AiLwov'd, Pay- 
DENCE, Naxcv. 


Ail. Mrs. Ailwou'd, this is Dr. Laſt. 

Ars. Al. I have ſeen the doctor before, my 
dear; but what's the matter with you, eh? 

D. Li. Nothing, madam, nothing; he has 
only got a little fit of the horrors; let him alone, 


he'll come io, himſelf by and by. 


| again 
Mrs. Ail. 1 hope, daughter-in-law, you are 


ſenſible of the goodneſs of this gentlemn, in 


taking you without portion. 


D. Lat. Yes, yes, and I hope my parſon 


tion room at 
ry one ſays its monſtrous 


. Take her to ſee it, do, it will colt 
but a ſbilling ; you'll eafily know it; its o'the 


fide with the image there Venus the 
methodiſt, I thinks _ calls it. 


. _ 


a4 „ 


le to her. Have you fecn wy 
picture. miſs, that's in the 
Gardens—eve 
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Ail. Well, but, door, give me leave to aſk 
vou, and don? t be offended at my being a little 
particular, on account of my girl; I know you 
have realiz'd ſomething conſiderable ; bur, how 
have you laid out your money ? Have you ever 
a a ſcrap of land? 

D. Laft. Why, as far as this here, there's my 
place by Hounſlow, I bought it out and our, 
the whole concern coſtis me u _ of fifteen 
hundred pounds, with m my pigeon» 
houſe, and— e OY 

Pru. Have you any ſh in your pond, door? 

D. Loſe. No, my dear, it's not deep enough; 
beſides, it's in the road, and I'm afraid they'd 
be ſtole; but, I have pigs, and pigeons, and 
next ſummer I ſhall make a new reproach to my 
houſe, with a fiſtula that will give us a view of 
all the gibbets upon the heath ; then there's a 
large running ditch that PII make into a tur- 
pentine river. 

Ail. Come, Nancy, let me have the ſatisfac- 
tion of ſeeing you give your hand to Dr. Laſt. 
Nan. Sir — 

Ail. Nay, nay, no coying. 

Nan, Dear Sir, let me beg of you not to be 
ſo precipitate, bur allow he gentleman and me 
ſufficient time to know one another, and try if 
our inclinations are murual. 

D. Laſt. My inclinations are mutual, Miſs, 
and not to be Fer for the fire of love, as I 
may ſay, is ſhot from your beatiful eyes into 
my heart; and, I cou'd ſay more—lf it was 
not out of reſpect to the company. 

Mrs. Ai. Perhaps, my dear, Miſs Nancy has 
fix d her inclinations ſomenhere elſe, and, like 
3 dutiful daughter, made a choice for herſelf. 


Nan; 
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Nan. if 1 had, madam, it wou'd be ſuch a 

one as neither reaſon or honour wou'd make me 
aſham'd of. 
Mrs. Al, But, if I was in your papa's place, 
Miſs, I wow'd make you take the perſon I 
thought proper for your huſband, or I know 
what l'd do. 

Nan. O, ma' am, nobody doubts your affec- 
tion; but, perhaps, you may be baulk'd in the 
favour ou defign me. 

Fil. Well, but, ſtay; methinks I make but 
a whimſical fort of a figure between you both. 

Nan. The duty of a daughter, — is 
not unlimited; and there are certain caſes to 
which neither law nor reaſon can make it extend. 

Mrs. Ail. That is to ſay, you are very willing 
to be married, but you are not willing your 
father ſhou'd have any. hand in the matter. 

Ail. Dr. Laſt, I beg your pardon for all this. 
D. Lai. Let them go on, I likes to hear them. 
Mes. Ail. Your inſolence is inſufferable, child. 
Nan. I am very ſenſible, madam, you wou'd 
be glad to provoke me to make you ſome im- 
—. * anſwer; but I tell you before hand, 

ſhall be careful not to give you that advantage 
over me. 

Mrs. Ail. You don't know, my dear, that 
you are very lilly. | 

Nan. "I our beſt; madam z ſhall make 
no anſwer. 

| Mrs. Ail. You have: 2 ridiculous pride about 
you, a vain ſelf ſufficiency, which makes you 
ſhocking to every body.” 

Nan. I tell you, madam, once more, it won't 
we I will preſerve my temper in ſpite of you 
to deprive you of all hopes of ſucceeding 


againſt 
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againſt me, Pll take myſelf out of your fight 


immediately. 
Ail. Heark'e, Nancy, no more words. 3 re- 
ſolve to marry this gentleman within three days, 


or I'll turn you out to ſtarve in the ſtreets. 


K 


_ Mrs. An wov' b, AlL wov'o, Dr. Lasr. 
.. A. A little impudent ſaucy minx. 
D. Las. ra deal of tongue 
for ſuch 4) W. 
Al. My lamb, don't make yourſelf uneaſy 
about the baggage; II bring her to her ſcnſes, 
Fil warrant ou. 

Mrs. Al. Indeed, my dear, you don't know 
how Pm ſhock'd at her behaviour. 

Al. Are you ſhock'd, love? 

Mrs. Ail. Yes, that I am to the ſoul: I thought 
ſhe wanted to inſinuate that I did not love you, 
my dear; and any thing of that ny is worle to 


me than ten daggers. 
All. She's going to fannt. oY 
D. Lal let me feel her pulſe. 
Al A glaß of water here. 

D. Lt. No, no, give her a glaſs of therry: 


12 ; 75 no * to drenching 2 
wels with water, as were the eripes. 
a brute beaſt, N 

. , Min Alec d, penn gui 
my own room a litile, PO N 

Au. Do fo, my love. 

D. Andy'ds you head, idem Hl 
cron 8 I bids you, L Made rum and fugar, if 
.Y you 
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you have any in the houſe ; that's what Ig 


rally ſwallows, and I always finds the good ef- 
fects of it. 


n 0. 
Ar.wov'd, Dr. Last, Paupzxex. 


Ail. How now? _ 

. a gentleman, that ſays he comes 
your brother, Mr. Friendly, deſires to 
you. 

A. Who is he ? What wou'd he have? 


s E N E III. 


Auwou's, Dr. Lazr, Was, au. 


Wag. Sir, an be 
Ail. Your ſervant, Sir. 
Wag. By what I perceive, Sir, L have. not the 

_— 111 known . * name is 
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Wag. By the Lord, Pm above fourſcore. 
D. Laff. That's a damn'd lie, I'm ſure. 
A Hold, doctor, perhaps he has liv'd all 


his life upon tincture of 
Mag. Sage! a fiddle! have ſecrets myſelf 
that wil keep me alive theſe hundred years.. 


D. Lal. I ſuſpe this is the ſoldier that lives 
in the Old Bailey. You'll ſee how I'll make him 
2555 himſelf. You ſay you're a doctor; who 
N. 81 1 1 travelling doctor, and, 
Sir, I am a ing at 
- Was have the hattour of being phyſician in 
ordinary to one emperor, four kings, three elee- 
tors, and I don't know how many prince palan- 
tines, margraves, | biſhops, — —— high- 
neſſes; paſſing from town to town, from king- 
dom to kingdom, to find out patients worthy of 
my practice, and fit to exerciſe the great and 
noble ſecrets of my art. I ſcorn to amuſe my- 
ſelf with the little fry of common diſtempers, 
the trifles of rheumariſms, : ſcurvies, and me- 
grims; give me your diſeaſes of importance. 
good purple fevers, good pleuriſies, with inflam- 
mations of the lungs: 2 me; 
theſe are hat I triumph over. 
D. Left. Ax him, can he bleed and draw 
teeth ?—[ dare to ſay, he knows nothing of chi- 


Was. Have you never heard of my black 
chat is taken like ſnuff, and purges by 
the ſmell, provided that, at the ſame time, you 
ſwallow three large glaſſrs of laxative tilan? 
D. Lafi. Then, its the tifan that does it! 
Mark that. O! he's quite a cheat. 
Wag: Let me feel your pulſe. —Come, beat 
as you ſhould do.—( Feeling bis pulſe in a ridi- 
cal manner; at the ſame time humming 4 —_ 
G Ai 
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Al. Why, Sir, one wou'd think you were 
playing » yo the ip innet. 

ſo, Br; for I do not, like other 
* — with a watch in my hand, determine 
the ſtare of the pulle by that fllible meaſurer of 
time. 
Ail. How then? 
Wag. By a tune, which, I believe, you will 
allow to be a diſcovery new, and intirely my 
own: if the pulſe moves in concert with the 
minuet in Ariadne, I am ſure r 
is well. —Let me ſee; Sir Tol, lol, de-rol 
— There we dropp'd a crotcher; tol, lol, de-rol 
There we mounted a minum; tol, lol, Iol—and 
there a ſemi-demi quaver is mailing. 
Ail. A ſemi-demi quaver! 

bo 2 Stay! —Ler me conſider—rwo bars and 
a half Who is your phyſician 

Ail. Doctor Laſt. 

Wag. What! that little fellow? 

D. Lab. Little fellow | what do you mean 
1 

Nay, 
ome, come, ee eee 
What does he ſay is the matter with you? 

Ail. Why, Sir, be tells me Tre get the 
Jaundice. 

Wag. He's an aſs. 

D. ab. Am I fo! | ," 
Wag. Mr. Ailwou'd look in my face. (Towch- 
ing him bere and there with bis finger.) How do 
you find yourſelf ? 

44. Why I don't know; I find myſelf fome 
2 


Wer Juſt as T fuſpetted: you have got the 
Was. 
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Wag. Why, don't you ſee what a ſwell'd belly 
you have, and your eyes ſtarting out of your head? 

Al. Really, doctor, I always thought you had 
miſtaken my diſorder. | 

D. Lat. He has no dropſy—he has not a ſup 
of water in him. — GL ata Pl 
ſtand to his 

Wag. You are an ignoramus—Let us hear a 
little what are your complaints. 


* 1 have every now and dben a pain in un 


NA. Droply. 
2 3 palpitation at. my 


en 


—— as if it was the cholic. 


Wag. Dropſy again. Lou have a good appe - 
tite to what you eat? | 
. Yes, Sir. 
Wag. Deogly—Teu love , d 
weft 3 
en Aropſy—You take 
* , — lou a com- 
fo nap after "if 
- oa}. True, _ r 
. | dropſy A dropſy. 


D. Lat. 2 can you cure him? 
. A quack like you wou d ſay, ay; but 
e benen ut once, he's 
3 $71 14 
"4 Then, ths Lon hve mere 
. Wag. "Th is, I mean he wou'd be dead in 
een 
22 ve the only remedy in the world for it. 


G3 D. Za 
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D. Lat. Don't believe him; he's a cheat. 

* Give ic to me, PI take it, let it be what 
it wi 

Mag Then, 8 I. don'r deſire a braſs 
farthing without you're curd. T. 

- Hil. Look you there, doctor. 

D. L aft. Well, don't I do the fame? - 7 
© Wag. But, if you are ——— 
me a hundred guides. - 02 7 

Ai. You wall have the money. ; 

D. Laſt. It's too much; Hd u for five." oc 

Wag. E 
trouble, and made many experimenta, in order 
to find a radical cure for this diſeaſe, that old 
be at once fafe, cheap. and caſy: my firſt in- 
vention was a pump; by means of which, fix'd 
in the belly of the patient, I meant to pump 
out the dropſical humour, a you wou'd water | 
out of the hold of a ſmp ;. threeſcore and eleven 

died — 

Ail. Well, M aas indes. 
duals, for the general of CS ? "You 
i to ion at laſt? 

Wag. No; at laſt, I found it was s impradti- 
cable; yet I wou'd have gone on in but 
people grew chicken-hearted, and eee 

Zl To. 1s 270 
P. Laf. So they well might * 
— 4 me * that anna — nnd 


4 * en AQ 
*. Wax Well, Ser my” next 4 as 
cell's” the ſoaking Which was con; 


trived thus: : the 
of fpun 'd 
of range, 12 iro bis Nomacke 2 a 
till it had abi or 1 

| — humbutsz 


Fa ſwallow 4 piece 


$0 * wes 
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humovrs ;-and then, drew it up again, with all its 
contents; repeating: the operation, till ] had =_ 
the body as dry as an empty 'decanter.” 

Ail. Well, and. what fucceſs? £ 

Wag. Why, I had a:great deal better ſucceſs 
with this than the —_ * 1 think, ; it kid 


but four and twenty. - 1 91 90 03 1 
D. Laſt. Well, take m advice, Mr: Alcoa. 
3 be 4 nor oak d. 1 


has acttilas 10 fear; 
"FAY make uſe of upon this occafion'is, 
my great dryer, or r eſſence ter ren ſre 
this little philll. 5 
D. Laſt. Let me ſee it—and ru Wand bold 
5 to taſte it too. Dom t touch ir, - Me Ml wou'd ; 
don't touch it; its corroding ſupplement, and 
wall throw you into 2 . 477 
Ma. Not a grain © — ad u 
honour z. nothing but 7. 
Al. Pray tan 
can diſtinguiſh; * I have taken a great many 
— —-b re it tafbes to me 
like ſtrong beer-or porter! 
Mer. Alle.) By the. Lord, ehe gedit 
— Obſerve me, Sir, it is a tincture drawn from 
rats baue, arſenic, laudanum, verdigreaſe, cop- 
2 "with a convenient mixture of the juice of 
lock. Tou ſee, Sir, 1 n 1 
tell vom fairly what my medicines are. 
D. Lat. Medicines, do'you call cem? 
Wag. Give it: cat, dog, mouſe, rat; or, in 
ſhort, any creature, bypede or quadrupede, o 
the brute creation, they are immediately thrown 
into the moſt intolerable torments, ſwell like a 
| tun, and burſt before aur eyes. 
5 Al. A fine medicine, indeed! 


ig 


; : 
: 
* Wag, | 
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Wag. Well, I will let you take the contents 
of this whole bottle; and, if it does you any 
„ oy Lore ron 
you leave to knock me don. 

4. Knock you down! _ 

Wag. Nay, — ; if you had infireities from 
head to foot, the firſt doſe will cure you of every 
one of them. | 

Ail. Yes, indeed, [believe it wou'd. | 

Wag. Tell me, A . 
do with this am; 

Ail. My amn! 

T Wag. Take my a cut of. chis arm 


"_—* deuce! Cute ay crank 2 
mean to introduce. Don't we trees of 
their branches, to make them more healthy? 


nouriſhment to itſelf, — — 
thriving? } 


All. Ay, but I have occaſion 33 5 


Wag. 222 which I wou'd have 


inſtantly pluck'd out, were I in your place. 
Ail.. Plack out my eye! 


Fa. Now's you Ga. injures the eahar; cad 


occaſions theſe miſts you complain d of. but _ 


nf, Nau 4 — 
you'll ſee the better with — 
i you, Mr. Aba this i 

NL I kevin auſßeck . Hark Grrab; 
Al to — * 

L een . 


. = if dune in « paſſion, your 
ſervant. | 


bl e e 


rr ; 


And, don't you ſee that this. arm draws all tha 


2 
i 


2 
. 


vonder 
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D. Lat. Ay, but you ſhan't get off ſo.— 
Stop thief ! eie 7 


Wag. Nay, then, I muſt take to my heels. 
A (Throws his wig at Laſt, and runs off.) 

Ail. Did you ever ſee ſuch an impudenc 
ſcoundrel ? 


D. LA. Do you keep the wig, we can ſwear 


to the wig, while I follow, and find out who he 


is—Pm almoſt ſure. he's the ſoldier in the Old 
Bailey, for he has a ſpite againſt me, and em- 
ploys old women to tear down my adyerrtile- 
ments. a 


SCENE xm. 


ArLwov'pd, FarenDLy, Paupzxcz. 


Ail. n —Pm quite overcome, I can't ſup- 
myſelf any longer. 
"I Your brother, Mr. Friendly, Sir. 
Friend. How now ! What's the matter ? 
Ail. OI Mr. Friendly, your ſervant—but ] 
you are not aſham'd to ſee my face: did 
you think my ſickly habit wou'd not put me ouc 
of the world ſoon enough, bur muſt join 
with wretches to drive me ha 
Friend. I don't underſtand you. 
Ail. How could you ſend me that wicked 
monſter, who, under the name of à doctor, 
wanted to give me poifon; to cut off my arms, 
— my eyes, and ſo make me blind and 
Friend. I never ſent you any phyſician. 
Hil. No: — he pretended he came by your re- 
commendation. | 


Friend. 
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Friend. He's ſome impoſtor—and,..\ indeed, 
my dear brother, you lay yourſelf too open to the 
practice of ſuch | fellows, who are acquainted 
with your weakneſs, and take advantage of it. 

Ail. My weakneſs is greate, indeed; as you 
may ſee. 
2 How do you find your ſelf to-day 

Ail. Extremly ill. indeed. 

Friend. How, ! 

i. In a condition fo faint and feeble, that I 
am not able to ſtir. 

Friend. Indeed! 


Ail. L have ſcarce ſtrength enough to ſpeak to 


yon. 

Friend. I'm 2484 for it, brother, be- 
I upon a matter of 
conſequence; no lels chan to propoſe a march 
for my niece. 

Ail. (Riſes in a violent paſſion.) Brother, don't 
talk to me of that huſſey; ſhe's an impudent 
ungrateful jade; I deteſt, I renounce her, and 
will own no body for my friend that ſpeaks a 
word in her favour. 

Friend. However, Brother, I'm glad to bnd 
— — and that you 
have ſtill got enough to exert yourſelf: 
my viſit has done you ſo much good, at leaſt; 
and, to 1 ſtill more, I inſiſt upon your 

wit me co the — * 

pee. lenge | 1 

Friend. Ay; a walk there vill $2: you gjood: 
All. I have not been in the open air theſe two 
months. 

Friend. So much the worſe for you. 


Pre. 
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Pru. So it is, Mr. Friendly. Do, Sir, be 
prevailed on by your brother. 

Ail. I know I ſhall catch my death of cold. 
Friend. I warrant you. | 

Ail. Well, come then. Prudence, give me 
my furr'd gown. 

Friend. What! to go into the garden in the 
middle of July ? 
Ail. Ay, ay, I'll take care of myſelf, in ſpite 
of you all. 

Pru. Get him out at any rate. —Here's your - 
gown, Sir, 

Hil. So—Let me wrap it, cloſe about me— 
Where are my flannel gloves? 

Pra. Here, Sir. 

Ai. Now, pull down wy night-cap, ,and put 
on my hat. 

Friend. Why, brother, you're wrapt up like 
a Ruſſian couner, for a winter- - journey into Si- 
beria. 
Ail. You may ſay what you pleaſe. Here, 
Prudence, tie a handkerchief about my neck. 
Friend. Is that neceſſary too? 

Ail. Come, now, brother, Ill go with you, 
tho Pm ſure it will be the death of me. (Going 


) 
Pru. Well; but, Sir 
£41. What's the matter? 
Pru. You forgot, Sir, that you can't walk 
withour your cane. 
Arn. I hat's true; give it me. 


End of the Second Af. 


H SCENE 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


A room in Aitwovu'd's Houſe, with 4 Dew in 
: the Back Scene. 


ArLwov'pd, Mrs. AitLwov'o. 


Al. FELT HERE art thou going abroad 
my life ? 

Mrs. Ai. To the Temple, my dear; to Mr. 

Juggle, the lawyer, to deſire him to come here 

and make your will, ſince you will have it fo. 

Ail. That's right, lamb, that's right— 

Ars. Ail. But an accident has happen'd, dear- 
eſt, which I thought it my duty to inform you 
of before I went —As I paſſed by your daughter 
Nancy's chamber, I ſaw a young fellow there, 
ia earneſt conference with her. 

Ail. How! with my davghter ! 
Ars. Ail. Yes, and Pm fure I ſaw the ſame 
ung fellow, a little before, talking with your 
rother in the parlour. 

Al. And cou'd Ne 
oung fellow were ſaying together 
, Mrs. Ail. No, ſweeteſt ; but your little daugh- 
ter Polly was with them. 
Ail. The child! 
' Mrs. Ail. Aye, the child, my dear forward 
enough, of her age, I aſſure you; ſhe knows as 
much at five, as I did at fifteen—Bur I dare 
ſwear you may get every thing out of her. _ 
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All. Go, priythee, and ſend the little flut to 
me this inſtant. 


Ars. Al. My _ , re, your papa 


S C. E. NE u. 
Au wov'd, Portr. 8 


Pol. Do you want me, papa ?—My mamma 

ſays you want me. 

Ail. Yes, huſſey ; come here; nearer 

N you turn away for? Look me in 
ace 


Pol, What, papa? 

Ail. Have you nothing to tell me? 
Pol. What Thou'd I tell you ? 
Ail. You know well enough, huſſey. 
Pal. Not I, indeed, and upon m 


my 
Al. Is this the way you do what Pre bid? 
Pol. What? mu w_— 


il. Did not I order you to come and tell 
me immediately whatever you ſaw ? . 

Pol, Les, papa. 

A. And have you done ſo? 7 RE 
1 Tm come to tell you every thing 


Al. V ery well —What have you ſeen to da 
Pol. I "ow, my Lord Migyor 8⁰ yy in la 


il. And nothing elſe? 
Pol. No, indeed, 1 | 
3s H 2 „ 


— 
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AA. hall make you alter your tone a in. 
I fancy, if I fetch a — 
Fd, Ol. Gef papa 
Al. You baggage, you, why * t. you tell 
me, you ſaw a man in yeurciſter's.chaniber 2. 
. Why, my eva bid me not, papa; but 
tell you eyery thin 
Al. Taken then, * ne 2 way of know- 
ing all; and if you tell me a lie— 
Pol. But pray; papa don't you go and tell 
my ſiſter n 1 = you. 
25 511 New 5 


* 4 
* * 
- > ce 2890 


* © 
* + 


155 el 4 papa, eb cache uni into 


. 


amber as I'was there; I aſk'd him 
nted; and he told me he was der 
Italian pe ng Kos 
Ail. Oh! the matter's out then? 
Pol. My ſiſter came in afterwards.” 
Al. Well, and what did your fiſter ſay ? © 
Pd. Why, fitit the man kils'd ber. 1 
Al. Did he ſo? 4 
> ing; two or three times, bor the yo 
z and chen ſhe faid to hi 
| away ;——and" the ſaid, by os 
out of her wits—and ſhe nid, me 
45 afraid yu wou d come and catch ler. 
Ail. Well, and whar then 
Pol. Why, he wou'dn't go aWhy; * © 2 
- And--What did de y to er” N 


1 


Pol. — ?—He faid, I dodf't know bw man 


— by 
E309 ＋ 5 but what ? u 12's 
hy, be ſaid this Anti that,” Saen 
In +, faid,” he lov'd her vightily, and {har the 
was the prettieſt crea thyhe world. Y 


=; 


Al. Well; and after ar? 0 
Pal. 
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* Who. afar ahve. ds ent her thy ch 


Al. And-after that 2 
Poul. After that, he kifs'd her again. 
Ml. And after that? 

Pal: A ſter that. —Stay ;—O ! after that, my 
mamma came, and he ran away. 

Mil. And you ſaw no more? | 

Pol. No; indeed, and indeed, papa. 

Ail. There's ſomething „ however, whiſpers 
in my ear that you * not told me all.— This 
little finger 
Pal. O that little finger's a ſtory- teller. 

Hil. Have a care. 

Pol. Don't believe it, papa, it fibs indeed. 
Ail. Well, get you gone then, and remem- 
ber what I have ſaid to you. 

Pal. Yes, papa, yes, I'II remember. ——I'm 
glad he.didn't whip me; I was _—_ he wou 
have: OR 6 me. 


* SCENE 1 


Fi RIENDLY, Ant wou'b. | 

nd &. 134 

lion, Come, pen, brother, Jmuſt inſi 
vpon it, that Ju will not put yourſelf in 2 paſ- 
fig x: hut fit down me reſume the 
eee which vs zult now brake « off, 

Ai. Well, came, let it be ſo. 
Friend. You are o he cool now, remember. 
- Mil: AJ» aT be cool. 

Triad. Aud to anſyer me e prevarics: 


ben. 31 A D 'Y 6 14 bl 
— = 8 tri E pre- 
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Friend.” How comes it then, brother, give me 
leave to aſk you once more, that, being in tho 
circumſtances you are, and having no other 
children but two daughters, you can entertain 
the ſtrange deſign of marrying your eldeſt in 
the manner you are going to diſpoſe of her- 

Ail. Pray, brother, how comes it that I am 
maſter of my own family, and diſpoſe of * 
children as' I like A aan, 

Friend. Yout , no is to get 
rid of her at ih wa _ ger 

Ail. Oh! ay, now it comes—and the poor 
wife is to be dragg'd in; tis ſhe does all the 
hs. o Ane and all the world will have 
n 

Friend. Ne, no, besen well leave her out 
of the queition ; ſhe's 4 good woman,-thar has 
rhe beft intentions in the world for your family, 
is fret ſtom all manner of ſclf-interefl, has a 
marvellous tenderneſs for you, and ſhews an in- 
conceivable. affection to your children, that's 
certain, We'll lay no 2 therefore, of her, 
— * your daughter "a yoo pray, ke 
me ou what view ay * 
to this Dottor Laſt? r 
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fion, to wretches they wou d not truſt with any 
thing elſe: in ſhort, I know no way of putting 
a ſtop to their progreſs, but by an unlimited act 
againſt the vending of poiſons, which, I think, 
would very fairly nd them. 

Ail. Ha!—You have made a very fine ſpeech 
now.—Do you think, if the cures they pre- 
form were not wonderful, people wou'd take 
their medicines ſo kindly ?—What has effence 
of water-dock done for the ſcurvy ?—What 
balſam of honey, in colds and conſumptions?— 
The ſtomach pills for cholicky complaints? 
Then, you ſenſeleſs ideot you, d'ye think his 
majeſty wou'd give his royal letters t for 
pills, eſſences, ies, cordials, tinctures, 
R to poiſon his ſubjects? But, to 

ike you dumb at once, is not that bleſſed 
medicine baume de vie, in itſelf, a remedy for 
all diforders under heaven ? 

Friend. All. 
= Look at the —_ 8 rea- 
ing's good All diſorders ſpring from the 
— de vie is a Arie Bn remedy 
_ the ſtomach—and therefore cures all diſor- 
Friend. If ſo, why don't you take it, and get 
rid of yours ? 4 «i | 
Al. Why! why !—There's no general rule 
vi an exception. g 
Friend. Come, come, brother, the truth of 
it is, there's nothing the matter with you at all; 
and I deſire no better proof of the excellency of 
— conſtitution than, that all the flops you 
ve been taking theſe ten years have not burſt, 
or otherwiſe deſtroy d you. a 


Ail. 
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Al. Here's Dr. Laſt: he is ſo good as to come 
on 


to adminifter his medicine to me 
hi Pray now, brother, bchave yourſelt 


S C E N E IV. 25 
An wov'd, — ei 4 


13 and a Glaſs of Water in the 


D. Lat. Come, Mr. Ailwou'd— _ 
Ail. Brother, with your leave. | 
Friend. What are you going to do now? 
Ail. To take ſome of Dr. Laſt's cordial ; 
and, let me prevail upon you to take a. glaſs roo. 
D. Laft. Do, Sir, one doſe ; it's as natural to 
a man's conſtitution as breaſt-milk ; and, if you 
will take it for a continency, once you are a 
little manured to it, it will work the moſt ſur- 
difference— 3 | 
Friend. Pray, Sir, what is it? 
D. Laſt. Sir, I wou'd not tell you if you were 
my father; no, nor king George; but Pil ſhew 
you—You ſee this glaſs of New River water— 
it's as tranſparent as rock cryſtial--Now, I puts 
twelve drops of my cordial into it—and there 
it's as fine aſſes milk as ever was taſted I vow 
to the Lord, there's worſe fold for a ſhilling a 
pint that comes from the beaſtis themſclves. 
Ail. Well; I believe that's very true. 


* 


D. Las. I preſume, by your wig, Sir, that 
you belong to the law; and, if you'll put your- 


ſelf under my. care, Pll give you ſomething, for 
which you'll be oblig d to me; and yet, — 
| 8 
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thing but the juice of a ſimple yerb; but I've 
tried it upon ſeveral gentlemen 1n your way, who, 
from being ſheep, as it were, have become as 
bold as hons. | ; 

Ail. Attend to this, brother, for its worth 
liſtening to. | | 

D. Laſt. Then its one of the beautifulleft 

things upon yearth for the mernory—There was 
a little boy, ſeven years of age, did not know 
one of his letters—His papa was angry, his 
mamma was uneaſy—They bought bim the 
pretty books for children, letters in ſweetmears, 
gingerbread, ivory, all manner of pfay- things 
to make him take his larning, but it wou'd not 
do: hearing of my ſecret, they applied to me; 
I gave the child a doſe, and, will you believe it, 
upon the word of an honeſt man—he cou'd ſay 
his criſs-croſs-row in a fortnight. 3 
Al. Now, that's very amazing ! I'll make uſe 
of it myſelf,” and begin to read immediately; for 
I never remember a word after the book is ſhut ; 
and that's vexatious, you know. s 

D. La. And would you believe that this fine 
remedy was invented by my old mother ? 

Ail. Your mother! | 

D. La. Why, ſhe knows as much of phyſic 
as I do; its a gift in our family; and ſhe has 
invented things to take ſpots out of cloaths, and 
iron moulds out of linen. | 

Mil. I long to be acquainted with her. 

D. Lait. Well, will you ſwallow this now? 

Al. Ay, come give it to me. | 

Friend. You jeſt, ſure Can't you be a mo- 
ment without ſome naſty ſlop or. another: put 
it off to a more convenient time, give na- 
ture a little reſpite. 
A 1 D. Laſt, 
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Ail. Well, then, this evening, Doctor Laſt; 
or to-morrow mornin 

D. Las. Pray, Sir, "may I be fo bold as to 
ax if your name aint Groggins ? 

Friend. No, Sir, my name's Friendly. 

D. Laft. Then, Sir, I deſire to know, Sir, 
what bufineſs you have to hinder me in my 
occupation? -I fay, the gentleman ſhall take it 
now, and I warrant it will do him $ 

Friend. Pr'ythee, man, what d'ye mean? 

D. Laft. I means what I fays.—Mr. Ailwou'd, 
wili you take it? —If you do'nt take it, I'll go 
away directly. 
Friend. Well, do 20 away, Sir, we deſire it. 
D. Lat. O! with all my heart. 


SCENE 


V. 


AriLwou'd, FRIENDLY, 


All. Brother, you'll be the cauſe of ſome 
miſchief here. 

Friend. What miſehief ?=No, no, brother, 
I ſhall be the cauſe of no miſchief, "le a great 
deal of good; and, I wiſh I cou d drive away all 
the phyſic-mongers that come after you with 
their curſed Mk. the fame manner, 4 8 
live the longer for it. | 


Al. Dom t talk to me, you want to fend me 
to my grave Doctor Laſt, pray come back. 


SCENE 
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SC ES WW 


AiLwovu'od, FrienDLY, Dr. LasrT. 


9 * [ Fiercely to Friendly.) Did you call me, 
ir? 


Friend. No, doctor, but Mr. Ailwou'd did. 

D. Laft. Mr. Ailwou'd, I'm not us'd politely 
here at all. | 

All. Indeed, Sir, it was not— 

D. Laſt. I have given that there thing to la- 
dies; nay, to children that have been troubled 
with the worms, who never made a wry face, 
bur lick'd their lips after ir, as pleaſantly, as if 
it had been ſo much treacle, or ſugar-candy. 

il. It was not I— 

D. Laft. And m"_ 1 +. 0 an 
coming myſelf— 

Ail. *T was he 
D. Laſt. In my own chariot— 
il. He was the cauſe— 

D. Lat. Without demanding nothing extra- 
ordinary for my trouble have a good mind 
any to marry your daughter— 
Ail. I tell you it was all my brother, it was, 
upon my word and credit But, give me the 
- cordial; and, to make you amends, I'll take 
double the quantity. 

Friend. Are you mad? 

D. Laſt. No, he's not inſiſt upon his 
it for the honour of my medicine 
And if you doo't take a glaſs t00, you ſhall 
hear "ak from me. 

Friend. Very. well, doctor, I fear your ſword 


4els than your poiſon. 
D. Lal. 
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D. Laß. O, ay, poiſon, poiſon, we ſhall ſee 

whether it's poiſon. - 

Ail. Give it to me, doctor. 

D. Laſt. Here, Mr. Ailwou'd. 

Ail. Pray now, brother, let me prevail upon 
you, in compliment to the doctor— 

Friend. Nay, good brother, don't be abſurd. 

D. Laft. Now, I'm fatisfied; and, I'll call 
upon you again in an hour. 


SC E N E VI. 
Art.wov'p, FaIenDLY, PRUDENCE, 


Ail. Prudence. 

Pra. Sir? | 

Ail. Get me my arm'd chair here—Ir's incon- 
ceivable what a warmth this med'cine diffuſes all 
over my body. 

Friend. Well, but brother, did not you hear 
Doctor Laſt ſay juſt now that he was in doubt 
+ whether he wou'd marry your daughter or not; 
and, after fo lighting an expreſſion, ſurely, you 
will not perſiſt in your deſign; but, let me 
talk to you of this gentleman who wiſhes to 
have my niece. 

Ail. No, brother, if Doctor Laſt won't have 
her, PII ſend her to France and put her into a 
convent; I'm ſure ſhe has an amorous incl- 
nation for ſomebody; and, to let you know, I 

have diſcover d ſecret interviews in my houſe, 
which ſome people don't think I've diſcover'd. 

Friend. I dare ſwear, brother, my niece has 
no attachment but to the gentleman I have men- 
- tioned to you; in which caſe, you have nothing 


to be angry with, all rending ta the honourable 


of marriage, - 
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© il. I don't care for what you ſay, I'll ſend 
her over to France, I'm determined on it. 

Friend. There's ſomebody you want to pleaſe, 
brother, by that, I doubt. 

Hil. I know your meaning, Sir; you're always 
harping upon the fame ſtrain. —My wife is a 
ſtrange hobg-vlin in your eyes, brother. 

Friend. Yes, brother, ſince tis neceſſary to be 

lain with you, *tis your wife that I mean; and 
| ine av exce dave your alin BRAN for 
her, than that you have for phyſic; nor endure 
to ſee you run hand over-head into all the ſgares 
ſhe lays for you. 
Pru. O dear Sir, don't ſpeak ſo of my lady; 
ſhe's a woman that nobody can ſay any thing 
againſt; a woman without the leaſt grain of 
artifice or deſign, and loves my maſter—There's 
no ſaying how much ſhe loves him. 

Ail. Ay, only aſk her how exceſſive fond ſhe 
is of me. 

Pru. Moſt exceſſive ! 

Ai. How much concern my illneſs gives her. 

Pra. Yes. 

Ail. And the care and pains ſhe takes about 

Pru. —Right.— Shall we convince you now, 
Mr. Friendly, and ſhew you directly what a ſur- 
— affection my lady has for my maſter ?— 

ermit me, Sir, to undeceive him, and let him 
ſee his miſtake. 

Al. As how, Prudence? 

Pru. Hark! my lady is juſt return'd—Do 
ſtep into the next room there—ftretch your- 
ſelf out, and feign yourſelf dead : he may flip 
into the cloſet: PII ſet the doors open, and 
you'll ſee what violent grief he Il be in when I 
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Al. Hey—hum!—I profeſs, I have a mind to 
take her advice—but, no; I can never bear to 
hear the ſhrieks and lamentations ſhe'll make 
over me; and yet, *rwill be a comfort to me to 
hear them too, to feel her virtuous tears bedew 
my face, and her ſweet lips kiſſing my cheeks 2 
thouſand times, to bring me back again to life : 
and her —ah, verily, III do it; verily, I'll do it; 
and then, Sir, what will become of your fine ſur- 
miſes?—But, Prudence, art thou not afraid that 
her very thinking me dead will break her heart? 
Pra. To be ſure, Sir, if you ſhou'd keep her 
in her fright too long. 
experiment this very minute; very miaute. 
* eee ſelf 

Pru. No, no; what danger ſhou'd there be? 
*Tis only ſhutting your eyes, and ſtretchi 
yourſelf out. [To Friend.) Now, Sir, we 
you your error, and convince you how 
much you have injur'd the beſt of wives. [To 
Ailwor'd.) *Twill be pleaſant enough afterwards, 
to ſee how blank he will look Here's my lady; 
quick, quick, both of you away. 9 


SCEN E VII. 


Pavupences, Mrs. AiiLwovu'p. 


Pru. Oh! Heav*ns! Oh! fatal misfortune} 
what a ſtrange accident is this! 

Mrs. Ail. Whar's the matter, Prudence! 

Pra. [Cryizg.] Ahl madam. 

Mrs. Ail. What is it? what do you mean by 
blubbering, -pr'ythee ? 
 Pru. My maſter's dead, madam. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Ail. Dead ! 
Pru. | Sobbing. | Le. ye- yes. 
Mrs. Ail. Are you ſure of it? 

Pru. Too ſure, alas! No body yet knows any 
thing of this accident: There was not a foul but 
myſelf to help him; he ſunk down in my .arms, 
and went off like a child—See there, madam, 
he lies ſtrerch'd out in the next room. 

Mrs. Ail. Now, Heav'n be prais'd.— What a 
fimpleton art thou to cry ? 
Pru. Cry, ma' am; why, I thought we were 
cry ? | 
Mrs. Al. And for what, pray ?—I know of 
no loſs he is—Was he of uſe upon earth? 
—A man troubleſome to all the world; odious 
in his di in his manners; never 
without ſome filthy medicine in his mouth, ot 
— ſtomach; continually coughing, hawking, 
_ a tireſome, peeviſh, diſagreeable 
monſter 

Pre. An exellent funeral ſermon, truly. [ Aide. 

no Friis, , you muſt aſſiſt me in the 
execution of my deſign z 1 rob, ung 
2 it, 1 will amply reward your ſervices: 
good fortune, no one is yet appriz'd of 
— accident beſides ourſelves, let us his 
death a ſecret a few days, till I have been able 
to ſettle my affairs on a ſure foundation: there 
are and money, of which I we'd 
myſcit—Noe, indeed, indeed, is it juſt, that all 1 bave 
_ ſuffered with him living, werd not be rewarded 
by ſome advantage at his death. 
Pra. To be ſure, madam. 
Mrs. Ail. In the mean time, PH go and ſecure 
his keys, for I know he 2 a conliderable ſum 
of money in his ſcrutore, which he receiv'd 


yeſterday, SCENE 


ro 
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SC EN.E I 


A11wov' D, FrienDLY, PRUDENCE, and Mrs. 
AiLwovu'p, who, going to the Door, meets bor 
buſband, and /creams. 


Ars. Al. Ah! ah! ah !—{Screaming.] 
Ail. Ol devil of a help-mate, have I found you 
out ? 

Friend. Your ſervant, madam. 

Ars. Ail. Lord! my dear, I'm ſo diſappointed 
—ſo pleas'd, I mean, and fo — ws 
wicked girl told me you were dead. 

il. Yes, and a fine oration you pronounc'd 
over me. 

Mrs. Al. Nay, but my dear, this is the moſt 
unreaſonable thing; [Tarning to Friend.) ſome 
ſlight converſation that I have had with my maid 
here, which Mr. Ailwou'd takes in a 0 
ſenſe ; but, I dare ſwear, when he has conſider” 
the matter a little, he will think differently. 

A. Get out of my fight, get out of my ſight. 

Ars. Ail. Well, but lovely, let me explain 
the matter to you. 

il. T'll never hear a word from you again as 
long as I live. 

Atrs. Ail. Nay, Sir, if you bear yourſelf ſo 
A l find me a match for you. It is 
not to-day, tema I am to learn, that your 
brain is full of maggots ; however, you ſhall 
call me more than once, before I come back to 


you, I aſſure you. 
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„ 


AiLwovu'd, FrienDLy, PRuDExCE; and then 
Nancy and HasrGRAvE. 


Fil. Did you ever hear ſuch an impudent 
creature? —Od's my life, with what an air ſhe 
carried it But do'ſt think ſhe was in earneſt, 
Prudence? 

Pru. Troth do I, Sir. 

Friend. Come, brother, to tell you the plain 
truth, Prudence devis'd this method, in order 
to open your eyes to your wife's. perfidy—She 
has long deceiv'd you with a ſhew of falſe ten- 
derneſs; but now, you fee her in her genuine 
colours. 

Ail. 1 profeſs my eyes are dazzled, and all my 
ſenſes confus'd; I know not what I either hear 
or ſee; but, in the firſt place, I renounce phyſic— 

Pra. Lord! Sir, here's Miſs Nancy and Mr. 
Hargrave! 

Nan. Dear papa, what's the matter? 
Ail. The matter, child! I don't know, child. 
(Se i Hargrave.) What brings you here, Sir? 

Friend. This, brother, is the younggentle- 
man I ſuppoſe as a match for your daughter z 
and after what I have faid, and what has hap- 
pen'd, I hope you will no longer refuſe to 
liſten to his pretenſions. 

Ail. Why, really, Sir, my chief objection to 
you, is your total ignorance of the medicinal 
ack if you can think of any method to remove 
mat | 


K Har. 
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Har. I muſt own, Sir, I'm afraid I am rather 
too far advanc'd in life to make any progreſs in 
ſo deep and abſtracted a ſtudy. 

Ail. Why, with regard to the more capital 
branches, I grant you; but in the ſubaltern of- 
fices, l'm of a contrary opinion; ſuppoſe now 
you were to bind yourſelf apprentice for a year 
or two to ſome ſkilful apothecary; ſurely, in 
that time you might learn to decypher a -pre- 
ſcription, - and n a medicine with very 
few blunders. | 

Har. D'ye think ſo, Sir? 
+ Mil. You might, indeed, now and then give 

4 doſe of arſenick for ſalts; but that's an acci- 
dent might ha to the oldeſt itioner. 

| Friend Ah, bother, — this I 
| hear! It was but this moment you were de- 
termin'd to renounce phyſic, and here you are 
talking as warmly and abfurdly about it as ever. 

Ml. Eh !—Ir's very true, indeed, brother. 
However, let it fuffice, I give the young man 
my daughter without any conditions at all; and 
now, I'll go and get effectually rid of that other 
plague my wife; for I ſhall not be eaſy while 
we are under the fame roof. 8 0 


8 C EN E . XL 
Fa inv, Hazcaave, Prupencs, Nancy. 


Friend. If we can't cure him of his love for 

drugs, we have done nothing. 

- Nan. I doubt, Sir, that will be impoſſible. 
Friend. Hiſt, here comes Doctor —Pll 


take the opportunity of your father's abſence to 
—_— 
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have ſome ſport with him; put on melancholy 
countenances, and take your cues from me. 


Pre. I know what you'd be at, Sir, and I'll 
ſecond you. 


FRIENDLVY. HARCR AVA, Paubzxer, Nancy, 
Dr. LasT, and afterwards AiLwov'p. 


D. Laft. Mr. Ailwou'd, where are you? I 
have brought you ſome of my eſſence of cu- 
cumber, by way of a taſte. 

Friend. O, Doctor Laſt, you're come; you're 
ſervant Sir, l' m glad to ſee you. 

D. Laſt. Sir, I'm oblig'd to you—Where 
is Mr. Ailwou'd? 

Friend. Where is he, Sir? 

D. Laſt. Ay; becauſe I wants to ſpeak to him. 

Friend. He's dead, Sir. 

N ( Burſting ridiculouſly into tears.) Oh! 
oh! oh! 

D. Laſt. What's the matter, Mrs. Prudence? 
I. warrant your, maſter is only in a found, and 
Ive a bottle of ſtuff in my pocket that will fetch 
him in a Whiff. 

Friend. Hojd, Sir, no more of your ſtuff. 

D. Lat. Well then, let me go and feel his 

le. 

Friend. Nor that neither: you ſhan't go near 
him; but we inſiſt upon your telling us what 
you gave him out of your vial juſt now? 

D. Lat. How | tell you my ſecret A book 
ſeller offer d me a thouſand pounds for it. 

Har. A bookſeller offer'd you a thouſand 
pounds! That may 7 Sir, buy Mr. W 

2 1 
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died a few minutes after you adminiſter'd it; 
we, therefore, take it for granted, that it has 
poiſon'd him; and, unleſs you prove very clearly 
to the contrary, we ſhall conſider you as his 
murderer, and treat you accordingly. 

D. Laſt. O, don't think to humbug me ſo. 
3 [ Enters behind.) What are they doing 

re 

Nan. Dear Sir, have patience—Stop where 
you are a little, and let them go on. 

Friend. Within there; ſeize this fellow. 

D. Lat. b PB a a 1 Briton, in 
my native city—lf any one a finger upon 
_——— him into the Cronnaſiite. - 

Friend. Ay, but we'll put you into — 
firſt Carry him before a juſtice, I'll go and be 
witneſs. | 

Pru. Ay, and fo will I. 

D. Laſt. ( In a great paſſion.) Well, but ſtay; 
let me go a-bit—Whatwill you be witneſs of? 

Pru. That you poiſon'd my maſter. 

D. L aft. It can't be. 

Friend. We'll prove it. 

D. Laſt. It's a fictious report; for to let you 
ſee the difference now—whart I gave him was 
nothing in the world but a little chalk and vi- 
negar; and if it cou'd do him no good, it cou'd 
do him no harm. | 

Ail. And fo, ſirrah, this is the way you take 
people in; your famous cordial then is, chalk 
and vin __ | 
D. Loft. What! Mr. Ailwou'd, aren't you 
dead? 

Ail. No, firrah; but no thanks to you for 
that; ſo get you out of my houſe, WIE 


" 
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and vinegar you with a vengance, you pretend- 


ing, quacking, cheating— 

D. La. Don't ſtrike me. | 

. Mil. Tll break every bone in your ſkin if you 

don't get out of my houſe. 

Friend. Nay, brother — 

D. Laſt. My own charior's below. 

Ail. A cart, a wheelbarrow, for ſuch ſcoun- 
drels. 
D. Loft. Don't call me out of my name. 

Ail. 1 can't, ſirrah. 

ora You did, you did, and I'll make you 

or it. 

1, Get out of my houſe. a 
D. Lafl. That's all I want —He has puſh'd 
me—l call you every one to witneſs— I'll ſwear 
to the afſault— 
Friend. Take him away. 
D. Laſt. ( As they are taking bim away.) III 
ſwear to the aſſault—and, if 1 don't get redem- 
nification— 


1 
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AiLwov'd, FartexnpLy, HarcGrave, Nancy, 
Paupence, PoLLy. 


Polly. Papa! papa! 

Ail. Whar's the matter, my dear ? 

Polly. My mamma's gone abroad, and ſays 
ſhe'll never come home no more; ſo ſhe won't. 

Al. A good riddance; a good riddancec. 

Polly. Lau, papa! if that isn't the man I {ry 
juſt now kiſſing my ſiſter. 

Pra. Ah ! you little tell- tale. 


Pally. 


7% DOCTOR LAST 


Polly. Indeed, Prudence, but I'm no tell-tale 
fo 1 an't! for he kiſs'd me too, and I never ſaid 
a word of it. 

Friend. Well, my dear, he's to be marry'd 
to your ſiſter now. 

Polly. Is he ?—And won't you get ſamebody 
to marry me, ? You've been promiſing me 
a huſband a great while and I'm tired of old John 
the butler. 

Ail. Ay, my dear, I dare ſwear you'll loſe 
no time—But, come, brother, let us now go in. 
Il have got rid of my wife; I have forſworn 
quacks and — I hope, I ſhall have 
the ſatisfaction to ſee our contented. 


THE EN D. 


PI YH WU U © 
Spoken by a LIr IE Ginr of Five Years old. 


* is and gentlemen, they've ſent me ou 
But I'm afraid to tell you what about; 
Becauſe 'twere bold in me, perhaps you'll fay, 
To come to afk you how you like the play: 
Yet that's my buſine's ; nay, more free to make, 
I'm ceme to beg you'd like it for my ſake. 
The author took me in his arms juſt now, 
My dear, fays he—he kiſs's me too I vo 
If you'll go out and make the audience clap, 
I'll give you ribbons and a fine new cap: = 
Befides, he promis'd me, next time he comes 
Behind the ſcenes, to bring me ſugar-plumbs. 
But whatſce'er you think the play to be, 
When you go home I'm ſure you'll talk of me. 
Says Lady Stingo to Sir Gilbert mild, 
« At FooT's, Sir Gilbert, have you ſeen the child? 
« *Tis really a cureſity to view her: 
« Our little Betſy is a mountain to her | 
« Such action, ſuch a tongue and yet I query 
If ſhe be five years old—a very fairy!“ 
Sir Gilbert anſwers, with a peeviſh nod, 
6+ P'ſhaw | let the little huſſey have a rod. 
«© There are old folks enough to play the fool: 
« Children, my lady, ſhou'd be ſent to ſchool.” 
And ſo they ſhou'd, the naughty ones, no doubt, 
Who'll neither books nor needle learn without :. 
But I am come of no ſuch idle breed; 
At four years old, I cou'd both write and read 
To be at work my fingers ftill are itching— 
Theſe flowers here are all of my own ſtitching. 
R [Taking up and fbewing her frock. 
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But, is my prate diſlik d, for after all, 

I am but young, tis true, and ſomewhat ſmall ; 
And taller ladies, I muſt needs confeſs, 
Might ſpeak an epilogue with more addreſs. 
However, ſome few things I have to plead: 
Firſt, pon my word and credit, I'm a maid, 
Will that paſs bere for merit I don't know 
I'm a new face—which generally docs ſo. 

And if you want me louder, taller, bolder, 


Have patienee I ſhall mend, as I grow older, 


Moy 
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. Spoken by Mr. FOOTE. 


OR wuit's heen ſatire, and this laughing » 
A I Cant net * 
to commerce is the curſe, 


The head is near as empty as the purſe ; 


J 5 


way to part with my Muſcum . 

My old friend, Smirk, indeed, a hf Ab aid, 
Aae all my flock in trad:; 
His placid features, and in;Slering gze, 
May tempt perhaps the tardy town to buy ; 
His winning manner, and his foft addreſs, 
To other ſales of mine have giv'n ſucceſs ; 

But afier all, my ever honour friends, 
On you alone my fate this night ; 
Toe fought ſome battles, gain vid ries here, 
And litth thought a culzrit to ar 
Before this houje ; but if reſokv'd you go 

o find me guilty, or to make me /o, 
To grant me neither wwit, nor tafle, nor ſenſe, 
Fain <uere my plea, and uſeleſs my defence. 
But fill, I <will not fleal, I will net beg, 
The Poe a paſſport in this wooden bg. 
r LEA 

feu my my only 

Mean time, great Sirs, my ſentence yet unknown, 
Een as your Fuftice be zcur candeur f cun, 
And when you touch my honour, don't forget your 0u:n, 


Dramatis Pere. 


== E 737. 


Sir Robert Riſcounter, Mr. Feets. 
Sir James Biduulph, Mr. Aietin. 
Fillkze, - — — Mr. Per. 7 
Reſource, — . — Mr. Fearon. © 
Margin, — — Mr. Baddeley. 
9 


Robin, — Mr. Whitefield. 
Phelim O'Flam, Mr. Banniſter, 
James, — Mr. R. Palmer. 
Dir | Lomas Tr Davis. 


Mr. 


Mr. Griffubs. 


Dirgery, — 


Pepprr, — — Mir. Stephens. 
Plaiſter, — — Mr. Jones. 
Rumour, — — Mr. Lind. 
Clcik, 2 — Mr. Walters. 
WOMEN. 
Miſs Sherry. 
— Mrs 7% 
— Mis . 
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Enter ROBIN and KITTY, meeting. 


T 


ar act 

moſt 3 compliments, you Wil, 
* your own fair 
KITTY. 


deliver to 
The Caſket is heavy—1 ſuppoſe, Mr. Robin, 
22 oi en of 


A ſmall tribute, Madam, to adorn the bride 
on the happy occaſion. 


, KITTY, 


E THE BANERUPT: 


KIT T. 


What then, I ſuppoſe you look upon this mar- 


riage as good as concluded. 
ROBIN. 


Things are gone ſuch a length, that not the 
leaſt doubt can be made. 


' Þ 2 wiy oh 7 
And yet between the cup and the li 
LA , bre 
ROBIN. 
One of the parties may die to be ſure, other- 
wiſe I don't know how— 
- KITTY. 


No? 
ROBIN. 


No: The young has not alter'd her 
mind ? =y 


| K. IT T T. 
Not to my knowledge. 
ROBIN. 


What, Sir Robert Riſcounter, her father ? 
theſe curmudgeonly cits regard no ties, no obli- 
gations when they have an higher intereſt in 


view. 1 ſoppoſe he has received larger propoſals 
from ſome other party. 


KITT . 
nnen 

ROBIN. 1 7 
Well then, I am ſure no impediment can ariſe 
| from our quarter. My maſter, Sic James Bid- 
dulph, 
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dulph, is too much a man of honour : beſides, 
I know his whole ſoul is wrapt up in Miſs Lydia. 
KITTY. 4 
He has given her pretty convincing proofs of 
his paſſion, 
N ROBIN. 


What, I ſuppoſe the malicious mother-in-law, 
who, I know, hates Miſs, and has a damn'd deal 
of art, in conjunction with Miſs Lucy, that pre- 
cious pledge of her former huſband*s affections, 
has contrived to throw ſome confounded rub in 
the way. 

+ + & © 
Bleſs me, Mr. Robin, I don't know what you 
mean, I am ſure I ſaid nothing at all. 
ROBIN. 
No? 
rr. 

No. But only that things which are net done, 
may perhaps never be done; there is nothing 
certain but death. 


| ROBIN. 

Very moral, Miſs Kitty, (there is ſome miſ- 
tery, if I could but get at it, but this ſlut is as 
cunning—! will have a trial, however) nay, for 
the matter of that, | can have, Mrs. Kitty, no 
intereſt at all in this match : there is ſo much 
confinement, and form, even in the moſt faſhion- 
able families, that a fingle ſervice is teſt ſuited 
to me, eſpecially too, that now I am got into 
moſt of the clubs: youu is one W 

68632 | a 
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ſnall moſt feelingly regret : That I I 
greatly touch me. 
KITTY. 

And pray, what may that be, Mr. Robin? 
ROBIN. 

Not living under the ſame roof with Miſs 
Kitty. I made no, doubt, Madam, but your 
fortunes would follow your miſtreſs's, and, 
in that caſe, I thought r 5 
captivity, in your agreeable converſe. 

KITT. 
Really, Mr. Robin? Well, I proteſt, I did 


not. 


ROBIN. 


And when our mutual endeavours had pro- 
cured for us a ſmall i „I flatter'd my- 
ſelf wich gently ſliding the down-hill of Ie. 
ſubject to no other will but Miſs Kitty's. 

TITTY, | 


What a difference between him, and the ſer- 
vants of this fide the bar Really, Mr. Robin, 
you talk nearly as well as your maſter. 

ROBIN. 

And no wonder, Madam, ſince love, the ſame 
deity, inſpires us both. 
KITTY, 


How quick you are in your rippartees, Mr. 
Robin ? Le you anod at k title? 
ROBIN, 
If you mean the maki 


writing 


low a ſpecies of 
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have now and then ſome dealings with Noble, 
and have by me a genteel comedy of one act, 
that is thought to have a good deal of merit, 
W. Ir TY: e 
And Pray when does it make its appearance? 
ROBIN, 2 
Why, faith, I don't know, all the managers 
are ſuch ſcribblers, that they won't give a genius 
— but engroſs the whole ſtage to them- 


IA 
Very ſelfiſh, indeed. Well, Mr. Robin, though 
won't make a riddle, I will, which, as mx 
y expects me, you may ſtudy to expound by 
yourſelf. This match won't take place, and yet 
are none of the parties to blame; I may live in 
tne ſame houſe with you, though I ſhould leave 
my young Miſtreſs's ſervice, and the loſs of my 
1 perhaps be the making of my fortune. 
1e. 1 


ROBIN. | 
Nay, .but Miſs Kitty, one word, if you pleaſe. 
KITTY. N 
Not a ſyllable, go, and le your brains. 
But take this, for your comfort, that if you can- 
not at preſent make out my meaning, a lictle time 
will fully explain it. | [LExit. 
| ROBIN. | 
So ſkittiſh and ſhy, Mrs. Pert! but if our 
next meeting don't bring forth this ſecret, you 
are no true chambermaid, nor I fit for a valet de 
chambre. All reſerve amongſt ſervants is flat 
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treaſon againſt the community. Every well-dif- 
ciplin'd domeſtic is bound in honeur, however 
careful of his own, to reveal all family fecrets, to 
the reſt of the tribe. But 1 muſt bruſh off, for 
here comes my Lady. (Ext. 


Enter Lady RICO ER. and JAMES. 
L RISCOUNTER. 


And he has promiſed that the a ſhall 
appear in the paper this morning 
JAMES. 
I am afraid, Madam, there is no doubt of his 
keeping his word. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Afraid! hat a puſillanimous creature art thou? 


JAMES. 

As your Ladyſhip, by what means I know 
not, i red with my veneration for Miſs, 
you can't wonder at my feeling ſome compunc- 
tion, in becoming an inſtrument to ruin her 


Lady RIScOUN TER. 
Why the fellow is a fool: don't you conſider, 
that her ruin, as you call it, will be your riſe ? 
JAMES. 
| Perhaps fo, Madam, bu how can 1— 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
You love Lydia, you ſay? 
JAMES. 
More than I have words to expreſs. 


Lady 
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Lady RISCOUNTER. 8211 
And Sir James Biddulph you deteſt, as a le- 
ceſsful rival, no doubt 7 | 
IAM ES. 
Except on that account, I have no reaſon. 
And what better reaſon can any man have? 
don't you know, that the two great maſter paſ- 
8 birth to all that we do, is bawed 
ve 


7 


JAMES. 
W ithout doubt. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
The gone ogy nn 
are not particularly fortunate, in 
by one ately ke, 10 gray bock? © * 
JAMES, 1 
Were I indeed ſure of ſucceeding with Miß 7 
Lady RISCOUN TER. 
Tou have every chance in your fa- 
vour: in the firſt place, it is impoſſible, conſiſt- 
ently with his honour, that Sir James Biddulph 
can purſue his deſigns upon Lydia. X 
JAME * 


May be not. 
Lay RISCOUNTER. 


Nor will any proper ſuitable perſon think of 
ber when her repuration is gone. 


JAMES, 
Too true, I believe. | 1 $1010 
{bs 2 LADY 
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Lady .RISCOUNTER. 
| Then, who fo likely to ſucced as yourſelf * as 


you are the party ſuſpected, bes 
Point out you 1 for ber huſband. 


JAMES 
But will Miſs Lydia be brought to fubmit ? 
v1 Lady RISCOUNTER. 


She can have no choice but her father's. Him, 
J can eaſily manage, and poſſibly, as a douceur, 


prevail on him to augment the very conſiderable 
fortune ſhe derives from her aunt 3 never fear, 


1 muſt ſubmit all to your ladyſhip's manage- 


ment. 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 


Your part will be eaſy enough, will have 
nothing to do but be paſſive. * 


Ewer KITTY, and LUCY, with a e. 
paper in ber band 

LUCY. 
| Here, Madan; hats it io, and placed in 8 


moſt conſpicuous. part of the paper. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


And no alteration ? 
LUCY. | 
Not a word. In the exact form that we'ſent 


it. 


— 
Lady 


THE BANKRUPT. 9 
Lady RISCOUNTER, 
Pr'ythee read it, my Gear. 
-LUCY. 
[Reads.] We can aſſure the publick, from 
« the very beſt authority, that 3s beautiful 
«« daughter, by a former venture, of an emi- 
80 e 175 he from the eg Tons 
«6, urpr1 b ryants, in a moſt criti- 
+ e with Mr. J—s, clerk to her 


Lady COPY TER. 
Right right. 
LUCY. 


* And what heightens her crime, ſhe was on 
<« the eve of being « married to an amiable yourg 


baronet, at the well end of the town, the ap- 
a6 parent object of her own choice.“ 


Lady RISCOUN TER. 
Finely circumſtantial, it is impoſſible for 
body to err in the perſon. wo 
LUCY: 

Not in nature; now, I thin we L 
do vn Miſs Prudery's pride. en 
Lady RIS gOUN TEX. 

It cannat fail. Kitty, you have carefully pe- 


ruſed the inſtructions I gave you. 
KITTY. 


ES. 1 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Don't be too forward in replying to oy Auer 
nd o 


reluctant 


tion they put to you; _ anſwer with 
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2 heſitation, as if nn were forc'd 


our uth. . 
nde 5 5 KITTY. 


Never fear, Madam. 
Lady. RISCOUNTER., 
nt forget to make t profeſſions of 
. — 12 — young 
miſtreſs, that you could not have thought it, 
ſhan't know whom to truſt for the future ; rea- 
dy to lay down your life for yout lady. 


LUCY. 
Su too, that ſome ſt arts muſt have 
been u or you are convine'd the could never 
mm 


. 
e - 4 4 


rr. 


I ſhall carefully, Madam, obey your direc- 
tions. 


Lay RISCOUNTER. 
And ſqueeze out a tear now and then, if you 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


_ this will give probability to all that 


LUCY, 


Otherwiſe, the young hypocrice's behavi 


has* been always fo ſpecious thoſe who know, 
her won't credit the ſtory. © 


CeaAMA. 


191321 
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Suppoſe, Madam, Sir James " Bdaciph "2? 
any body elſe, ve Si Janes enquiry. * 
Laly RISCOUNTER. | © 
Anſwer none of their queſtions ; your tender- 
neſs for Lydia will be a proper excuſe; to your 
maſter's authority, indeed, _ are _— to 
— You comprehend me? WW 
LEAD «£ + wit «2a £ 
'Perfedtly, Madam. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. - - 


Within, I will give you further inſtructions 
and remember, Kitty, your fortune is at ſtake: 


Succeſa, in this one inſtance, „ 
for life. 


7 


143 


* 
A 


KITTY. © 


The bea I can do will be bur «poor rum 
for your ladyſhip's goodneſs. 3 
Lu RISCOUNTER. | 1 
— OTITIS move wattr. Exit 
Kitty.) You have, James, ſeen none 17 — 
people this morning. 


JAMES 


I have not enter'd the op. | 
Lady RISCOUNTER. ? 499 


They gu air ef 
ſecrete 


way us faſt as you can; 
If ſomewhere, that will give addi- 
to the ſtory. Your withdrawing; 


tional 


2 vn 
C 2 JAMES. 


NA 
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JAMES. 
& 
Ih 


ſufficiently feel. 
by RISCOUNTER. 
-% 1 will foon dron the remembrance. 
Ari, James.] That fellow maſt not appear; 
his mind is fo maukiſh, that, ſhould he be con- 
fronted with Lydia, he wauld betray our whole 
Plot i in an inſtant. 


That 1 


Luc v. 
lc isa wonder, Madam, how hive you!gdt all 
this addreſs : inſtead E 3 peivace family, you 
are form'd to govern a country. 

Laty RISCOUN TER. 
Why, 1 think, I without vanity ſay, 
e .1 inay_wikew: rey for 


kind of intrigue ; but to the care of my educa- 
"tion | chiefly owe wharl am. "0 


LUCY. 
Indeed, Madam 
_ ©, Lady RISCOUNTER. 


"My. father was a ſtock- broker, you know, and 


© your faher my firſt huſband, an attorney, my 


LUCY. 
True, Madam. 

Lady RISCOUNTER. 
. And.as reſerve, ſe- 
n have ben e 


PF 
profeſſional arts. 9 


LUCY. 
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True, Madan, . 
Lady, KISCOUNTER. 

But after d defeating 'Sir James Biddulph's de- 
Ggns upon Lydia. to turn the tide of his affec- 
tions, and ſubſtitute you in her room, will, © L- 
cy, be the great political effott. | 
— * 2 
From your is. great abilities there can- 
not be the leaſt doubt of ſucceſs : beſides, her 
father is ſo haſty and'viotent chat, I am ſure, he 
will never be brought to forgive her. 
Lady RISCOUNTER _. 
There is no relying on that; no mortal was 
ever ſo mutable. Our various climate is not ſo 
inconftant as he. Sir Robert is choleric enough, 
but then, as he is provoked without cauſe, he is 
_ _ one word will inflame, 
the fire; whom one minute 


to think his mind a 
machine, moved only by the immediate objects 
before it. 


LUCY. 
And yet, Madam, how compteatly you rule 


him! 


FL 


Lay RISCOUN TER. 


No Tonger, child, than I ſtay” by his nde ; af- 
Wile, the firſt perſon has him that ſees him, 
auch all my {mpreiſions ate effac%d i Ad inftanc. 


Yo! | Enter 
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bltodi 2 a1 KITTY. 5 7 

My maſter has got at the paragra paragraph. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 

Has he de” and— 

"2 KITT V. : 

He enquired, Madam, for you, and putting 


his finger here, 2289899 
lady ſhip. 


Lady RISCOUNTER.- 


* not ſuſpect chen that I had ſeen it be- 


E1TTY- -.: WH 


Vos ia the leaſt—bur here he comes, tottering, 
and rembling—wich his face as white as a ſheer. 


Ly RISCOUNTER. 
Get you behind. 
Rauer Sir ROBERT RISCOUNTER. 


\- ROBERT. 
Wen, my dear, have you read 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 
a I have. 
Sr RQBERT. 
Have you ſo? Well, and pray what do 2%: bn 
think t Did you ever ſee ſuch an audacious, abo- 


pn piece of ſcurri- | 


ſcandalous 


3, give me my cane, I will go di- 
ry och ally primers and— | 
92 


11 
9172 


Laa 
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Lady RISCOUNTER. 


But ſuppoſe, Sir. Robert, the printer ſhould 
not be paſſige and, in return for the ſtro 
your nne, e 

te Sir ROBERT. 


Tbere u may be ſomething in wa, as your Fu 
d ve heard ſome o the — 
| 2 2255 enough. | 


Lair RISCOUNTER. | 
And, firſt, e 


paragraph points ar. 
S8 ROBERT. 
Hey ! what d' ye ſay ? points at? why, it is 


as clear as the ul the paper] —banker— 
Monument firſt venture—zounds, they 


as well have publiſhed my name, and my —_— 
ter's, at length. 5 
Lady RISCOUNTER. E 
Why, to ſay truth, the marks are 
ſtrong ; but ſtill let us coolly conſider the = 
Kitty, go down ; Lucy, my dear, leave Sir Ro- 
. - 
.  _[Exir Lucy and kitty 
Sir RO B E RT. 1 52 
Ay, go, child, pr'ythee go. Ldon' t believe, 
Lady Riſcounter, that there is a ſingle manim 
the Ward, who would have the leaſt belizarion i in 
pronouncing who was— 2 2 
Lady RISCOUN TEX 0 I 5 N. 
Well. but dan t let us be in ſuch· hurry to male 
the, — ourſelves; the malice ef others 
will 


3 


„ THE BANKRUPT. 


will be ready enough to do that : let mg;ſee, is 
there no other banker lives near the A 5 


Sr ROBERT. 
Not thit 1 know z but ſuppoſe dere ſhould, 
here, the end of che come eee SN: 
baronet, puts the matter out of * hey, 
what d' ye ſay?— 
Lady RISCOUNTE 


That, deut but, bold a nuf n i 
mention the name of the paramour? Ay, here 
it is, J—S. 


J Sc ROBERT. 
08 7 PKI 
Ly RISCOUNTER © 

I. I don't recolleft any body that yiſies 

here, whoſe name thoſe letters will ſuit. 

Sr ROBERT. "> 
There is no Jones, nor . pox, 

that is an L—nor Jennings, nor Jarvis, nor Jen- 

kins, nar—— 

Lady RISCOONTER. 

Not that I recollect. 

Sir ROBERT. 

There is Jacobs the Jew, but he is as old as 


one of the patriarchs, with his beard en 
breeches ; they can never mean him. 


Lady RIScOUN TER. 


Poo! that is too abſurd to ſuppoſe: but 
are there no other diſtinguiſhing eo 


um J-, clerk of ber father's,” * 
— a | 
Sir 
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what did you ſay ? and me too, one of 
81 mho.cay* that be? J—, the two 


letters Seldaqiag to a ſurname. 
Rs 

e agine. 

To ROBERT. 


LY ya ty never be James. 
; ISCOUNTER. 
7 A 


SP ROBERT. 


r damn'd ſon of a bitch 
Eau. yenct of taking beggars into 


e 


ROBERT. 


n Madam ; was not he the 
chirteench ſan of a ſtarv'd curate in Eſſex, ragged 
as their colts, and knew about as much as one of 
their calves—did not I feed, cloath, take hint 
into my houſe, treat him as if be had been—— 
* return, the villain to diſhonour my 
c 


| Lady RISCOUNTER. 

Tou are too impatient, Sir Robert; why 
| ſhould you fix all at once upon James? I have 
obſerved the lad's A to be diſcreet and 


n. nay, indeed, rather ſhy and reſerv'd. 
Sir R O B E R T. ＋ 


aber is true enough, I muſt own, 1 


: | D + © 'remark?'d 


2 


— 
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remark'd the to be preſumptuous and for- 
ward, like ſome of our pert prigs of "the city, 
but, as your ladyſhip obſerves, rathet- baſhful 
and ſhy. No, no, it can never be him. 
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Not but I have known ae F 
cious outſide appearance, mon 
Sir ROBER T. * 


and daring- 

The curſedeſt ly u be 
is the fineſt veil for FEST ſuf; 
there was ſomething bad behind his ſolemn ſanc- 
tified look: I don't believe the Mhundrel ever 
ſwore an oath ſince he came into the bouſe. 
There is a villain for you, my dear. 


Lady RISCOUN TER 


* 


. 
Nay, but my dear, let us conclude nothin 
taſhly. 1 you ſend for James up, and 
lift him a lictle ? 

Sir ROBERT. 
That mayn't be amiſs—who's there ? 


Not that I believe he will be ever brought to 
confeſs. 1 885 


Sir ROBERT. 


He! no, no, curſe him. 4 you will 
never catch him at that: ight as well hope 
to extract ſugar from ſalt. [ may — , 
2Jone. 2 

Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Let us ſce him however, | Ho 77 


Enter 


2 
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Enter a Servant. 


Sir ROBERT. 

True. Let James know that I want him, but 
don't tell the fellow I am angry, and ſo get him 
to ſkulk out of the way. 

SERVANT. 

I did not know that your worſhip was angry, 

*till you told me your 
Sr ROBERT. 

I tell you! my dear, did I fay any = thing ? 
you prying, impertinent——Go, and do as you 
are * | [Exit Servant. 

Lady RIS COUNTER. 

I don't think it unlikely, Sir Robert, but 
ſome idle acquaintance, without conſideri 
the conſequences, may have inſerted this mali- 
cious article, by way of pleafantry, as a kind of 
jeſt upon James. 

Sir ROBERT. 

Nothing ſo probable, Lady Riſcounter : this 
town ſwarms with ſuch forward, frivolous pup- 
pies. 


Enter Servant. 
Well, where is James? 
SERVANT. 
Sir, he is not within. 
Sir ROBERT. 
What, is the raſcal run off? 
| D 2 
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Lady RISCOUNTER. 
endl na ger pokeps only goge ou wich ſome 


$46 "© Sr ROBERT, | 
„Like enough. When will be be back? 
SERVANT. 


The reſt of the clerks have not ſcen him to- 
day. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Not ſeen him to-day? what, are all of them 
2 


Lady RISCOUN TER. 2 
Nay, Sir Robert, perhaps he has not been in 
the ſhop. 
So they ſay. LZrit. 
Sir ROBERT. 


Then they could not ſee him, indeed. Not 
in the ſhop ! nay, then the bulineſs is clear; guilt, 
_ guilt, fight is fall as bad as confeſſion. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


It does look ſuſpicious, I own ; but then no- 
thing ill can happen without your daughter's 
concurrence, and you have not the leaſt doubt of 


her. 
Sir ROBERT. 
Doubt! hey! | 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
And, in fat, have nothing to fear. 


1 
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St ROBERT. 

Fear! doubt 1 our Ladyſhip has no 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


tm oat ters 
me 


Sr ROBERT. 


As it concerns me, Lady Riſcounter; do you 


ſuppoſe I ſhould have been indifferent, if ſuch a 
charge had fallen on Lucy ? 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Such a charge can never fall upon my daughter 


Lucy. 
Sir ROBERT. 
Full as ſoon as on my daughter Lydia. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 

I am not, Sir Robert, ſo certain of that. 
Sir ROBERT. 

Lady Riſcounter, you begin to alarm me; you 
know more of this matter, than you are willing 
to own. 


Lady RIS COUNTER. 


Whatever I know, Sir Robert, I am reſolved 
not to communicate. 


Sir ROBERT. 
And why not? 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Whatever a mother-in-law ſays, the good- 
natured world always imputes to malice. _ 
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St ROBERT. 


.-Generally the cafe, I muſt own. | But to me 
you may, nay, you ought to reveal. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Since you are ſo carneſt, I own ſome rumours 
have reach'd me. 
Sr ROBERT. 
Of what kind ? 
Lady RISCOUN TER. 


You will me there: if you will exa- 
mine your daughter's maid, Kitty; ſhe, I am 
told, can ſatisfy all your enquiries. 

Sir ROBERT. 
An artful age, I know. For heaven's 
fake, my dear, fend her hither directly. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
But not the leaſt mention of me. [ Exit. 
Sr ROBERT. 


Very well. I never obſerv'd the leaſt correſ- 


between Lydia and James 3 but what 


pondence 
of that ? they would take good care, I warrant, 


to conceal it from me. 


Euter KITTY. 


So, I find you were the go-between, the little 
infamous agent in this curs'd—— 


KITFY 
Sir Robert 
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Sir ROBERT. 


Tou muſt have been a volunteer; I am ſure, 
James was not able to bribe you, for he is as poor 
28 a pillag'd black in Bengal. 

EITTY. 

Really, Sir, I don't underſtand you. 

| Sir R O BERT. 

You mean, huſſey, you won't: Come, you 
may as well tell me all the particulars concerning 
Lydia and James; with the main article, you ſee 
I am already acquainted. 


rer. 
Don't preſs me, pray Sir; I would rather die 
than ſay any thing to hurt myyoung miſterſs.[ cries, 
N Sic ROBERT. 
Nay, pr'ythee, Kitty, don't cry, you are a 
good girl, and love my daughter, I ſee. 
IF KITTY. 
And not without reaſon, for ſhe has been the 
Sir ROBERT. 
Nay, till now, ſhe was ever an amiable girl ; 
but here, child, you will do her a capital ſervice. 
"1 CITTY. 


Sr ROBERT. 


For if her affections are fix'd upon James, 
tho" I may lament, I ſhall not oppoſe him. 


2» KITTY. 
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: EITTY,- 
Since that is the caſe, I can'e fay; but early 


<A hearing a nciſe in Miſs Lydia's 
apartmen iepp'd. down to ſee what was the 


matter. 
b Sir ROBERT. 
Well? 
 Y & *%e nh ff 
Juſt as I got to the foot of the ſtairs, her door 
open d, and out came Mr. James, Fl 
Sir ROBERT. ow 


Di4 hes and why did not you alarm the houſe 
aid icizc tue villai directly? © | 


KITT. 

That, Sir, would have ruined my Lady's re- 
putation at once. 

Sir ROBERT. | 

True enough, you did __ Did the fel- 
low perceive you? 

"IT TV. 
Yes, Sir, and made me a fign to be ſilent. 
+ Sr ROBERT. 

don't doubt it. 
KITTY. 

Indeed, he came to me two hours after, told 
me he had a paſſion for Miſs, never could get an 
opportunity of diſcloſing his mind, and deſperate, 
at finding his hopes on the point of being ruin'd,' 
he had ſtolen that morning into her charnber, 
humbly to implore her compaſſion and pity. 


Sir 
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Sir ROBERT. 
He choſe a fine time and place for the purpoſe. 
KITTY. | me 
On his knees he defired, I would not diſclo 
to any mortal what | had ſeen. 
Sir ROBERT. 
Which you ſhould not have done. 


a . 

He was too late in his caution; not five mi- 
nutes before I had told it to Mrs. Hemſhot, 
Miſs Lucy's maid. 

Sir ROBERT. 

No wonder then the ſtory is public. 

KITT. 


I am certain ſure, my young Miſtreſs is inno- 
cent, for Mr. James vowed and declar'd he was 
all upon honour. 


Sir ROBERT, 


The malice of mankind will never be brought 
to believe it; you may go. [Exit Kuty.] So 
the girl's reputation is gone, and a retreat from 
the world the only choice that is left her : all my 
calamities are come upon me at once; my child 
ruin'd, and from the general diſtreſs, my own 
fame and fortune on the brink of deſtruction : 
the attorney and broker will be inſtantly here to 
contrive means for propping my tottering credit. 
Am I in a condition to think of expedients, or to 
liſten to 


E Enter 
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Enter SERVANT. 


I Fe 
SERVANT. 

A card, Sir. [ Exit. 
WTO) Sir ROBERT. J 

Reads.] Sir James Biddulph's compliments 
<* to Sir Robert Riſcounter, and if convenient 
4 will take the liberty to wait on him this mogn- 
* ing.” Prepar'd, as I expected, our misfor- 
tunes have reach*d him, and he comes to break 
off the match; he is not to be blam'd. This 
raſh, inconſiderate—T'll to her, and if ſhe has the 
leaſt atom of feeling, ll—And yet, how could 
the poor girl help his intruſion ? ſhe might be 
ignorant, and yet the fellow without encourage- 
ment, would never have dared to—Yet the 
impudence of ſome men is amazing, and fo in- 
deed is the folly of women : the original fault 
muſt be his. But her after-compliance makes 
her equally guilty, for had ſhe diſapprov'd, ſhe 
would have reveal'd the fact to her mother or me. 
That, that, condemns her at once; I will to her 
directly, and find out the full extent of her guilt. 


(Exe. 


_ Endof the FIRST "ACT. 
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"i WW 3 


a> A 


a LUCY and 4 1514 * 


„„ 
To A indeed, "who are entibeber'S: wh m- 


thers and mothers, marriage is a convenient bufi- 
neſs enough. 
ö LYDIA. 


And why on that account, my dear Lucy? I 
LUCY. 


As it makes one the entire miſtreſs of one's 
time, and one is accountable to no mortal for 
what one ſays or does. 


LYDIA. 
What Lucy, not to your huſband ? 
LUCY. 
Nay, don't be prudiſh, my dear : you are 
ing back to' the days of Queen Beſs; who taſks 
now of obedience and duty ? ridiculous! her 


_ old fardingale is not more out of 
LYDIA. 


LUCY. 


No: one reads in books, indeed, of nuptial 
ties and conjugal love; mere obſolete ſtuff! mo- 
dern marriages are mere matters of intereſt. 


LYDIA. 
E 2 LUCY, 


4 


No! 


Intereſt ! 
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555 LUCY. 
Ay, child; for inſtance now, Sir Thomas 
Perkins, our neighbour, finding that Miſs Wil- 
liams has a parcel of land, which being 
countiguous to his eſtate, will be very proper for 
him to poſſeſs ; immediately ſends his rent-roll 
a-courting to her'ss The parchments are pro- 
duc'd on both ſides, and no impediments, that 
is incumbrance appezring, a couple of lawyers 
marry the manors together. 

LYDIA. 

Without the laſt regard to the perſons. 


LUCY. | 
Poo, perſons! they are conſider'd, child, as 
manſion- houſes upon the eſtates, which one lives 
in, dr neglects, juſt as they happen to be conve- 
nient, or not. 
LYDIA. 


But ſuppoſe Lucy, as in mine, there ſhould 
happen to be no land in the caſe. | 


LUCY. 


Then, child, the bargain is alter'd : you de- 
poſit ſo much money, and he grants you ſuch 
an annuity ; a mere Smithfield bargain, that is 


all. | 
LYDIA. 
A pretty picture you give me of marriage. 
But this is all raillery, Lucy; I am fure you 
would never ſubmit to this barter and ſale. 
| LUCET. 5 
I ſhould do like the reſt of the world. We 
mult take things as we find them. Tou are not 
7.3 . 44 x ſo 
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ſo fooliſh as to be fond of Sir James Biddulph, 
my dear, © | 


LYDIA. 


Fond? the _ expreſſion is ſtrung ; you muſt 
imagine I prefer him to the reſt of 


LUCY. 


| Why, as to his appearance, it muſt be own'd, 
that the manſion is a, pretty m::dern ſtructure 
enough, weil built, and prettily finiſh'd : I can't 
indeed ſay his upper ſtory is furniſhed quite to 
my taſte, | 


LYDIA. 


Nay, Lucy, now you are unjuſt, the whole 
world concur in giving him ſenſe. 


LUCY; 

Nay, that article is not very material. If I 
had him, that is a part of his houſe, with which 
I ſhould hold very little communication, my 
dear. But however, you love him. 

LYDIA. „ | 

Or I am ſure I never would have him. 

LUCY. 

Ard, I ſuppoſe, if any accident was to break 
off this match, it would make you very un- 
happy. 


LYDIA. 
Can you doubt it, my dear? 
LUCY. 


There is one evil that attends theſe ridiculous 
contracts. 1 
I LYDIA. 
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LYDIA. 


You don't look upon love then as an eſſential 
ingredient ? 


Gas LUCY. 
Ha! ha! ha! filly and fingular; do 
SRO, Lydia, why Love is always 23 


LYDIA. 
There are many cauſes aſſigned by the de 
LUCY. | 


But not one has given the true one : becauſe 
the little rogue ſhuts our eyes to our intereſts. 


LYDIA 
Fye, Lucy, where could you get theſe narrow 
and libertine 2otions ? 
ts. LUCY. 


A little more experience will tell you. But 
here comes Sir Robert, not a word of what has 


paſs'd. 
LYDIA 


I ſhall, my dear Lucy, for your ſake, en- 
deavour to forget all you have ſaid. 


Enter Sir ROBERT RISCOUNTER. 


Sir ROBERT. 
Lucy, you may go down. [Exit Lucy.] Af. 
ter what has pals'd, you will not be ſurpriz d 
that 7 inſiſt upon your immediately quitting my 


. 
- 
- 
36 


LYDIA. 
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| LYDIA 
Quitting the houſe, Sir ! 1 
Sir ROBERT. 

Your fortune is independant and large; you 
will no doubt be happy in eſcaping from the ob- 
ferving eye of a father. —I will be cool, and 
deſire only an anſwer to a very few queſtions. 
Since the death of your mother (who is ha 
in having eſcap'd the knowledge of this infa- 
mous buſineſs) have I been ever wanting in any 
aft of paternal affeftion ? 

LYDIA. 


For Heaven's fake, Sir, what can be the 
meaning of 


Sr ROBERT. 


Come, no evaſions, but anſwer briefly, yes, 
or no, to my queſtions. 


LYDIA 


No, Sir. 
Sr ROBERT. 


After my firſt care to educate you fix for the 
world, has it not been my principal ſtudy to fer- 
tle you properly in it ? | 

LYDIA: 
Moſt aſſuredly, Sir. 
. Sir ROBERT. 
And knowing to what temptations girls at 
your age are expos'd, did 1 not ſeek out a man 
of rank, honour, and fortune, to be your pro- 
tector, and guardian for life? 
Ady LYDIA, 
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LYDIA 
I confeſs it. 


Y 


Sr ROBERT, 

Did you ever expreſs the leaft diſlike to Sir 
James Biddulph's addreſs ? x 
LYDIA. 

Never. 
Sir ROBERT. 


How could you then ſo far forget what you 
owe to me, and yourſelf, as privately to harbour 
and encourage a paſſion— 

LYDIA. 

I am confounded, 

Sir ROBERT. 


For an object too unſuitable in every reſpect: 
for a mere creature of charity ? 

- LYDIA 

Charity ! 

Sr ROBERT. 

Ay, for it was compaſſion to the father's nu- 
merous family that induced me to take James in- 
to my houſe. | ; 

LYDIA. 

James! what of him? or what relation, Sir, 

can he have to me ? - 

Sic ROBERT. 
This is aſtoniſhing in a girl of her years. 
What then, you know nothing of this fellow's 
affections ? 


LYDIA: 
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L'Y DIA. 
For me? 3 TINO) 2 
Si ROBERT. 
Ay, for you. No biller-doux, no private 
meetings, no ſtealing into your chamber before 
the ſervants were our of their beds. 
LYDIA. 
Amazing! and who, Sir, has dared to inſi- 
St ROBERT: | 
Infinuate l why the tale is the talk of the 
town: all the morning papers are full on't. 
| LYDIA: | 
What can, Sir, be the meaning of this? is it 
poſſible you can think, Sir, your daughter fo 
abandoned, fo loſt —— - 


Sir ROBERT. 


Hey! 
LYDIA, | 
Recolle&, dear Sir, I beſeech you, have I in 
the whole courſe of my life; ever once dared to 
deceive you? 
Sit ROBERT. 


Why, Child, 1 can't ſay that you have. But 
in this caſe, there is ſuch poſitive proof. 


F LYDIA 
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LYDIA, 
Sic ROBERT. 


a facts, well atteſted ;; ſo don't pretend to 
7. 


| LYDIA 

Atteſted! by whom ? 

Sic ROBERT. 

Their names are needleſs at preſent. But what 
motive or intereſt could any one have to invent, 
or propagate. 

LYDIA 
None, that I can diſcover; but, however 


ſtrong the appearance, if either in thought, 


word, or deed, there has any thing, either. cri- 
minal or culpable, paſſed between me and 
Sir ROBERT. 
What, no declarations ? no interviews ? 
LYDIA. 


No more than with any other man in your 


Sir ROBERT. 
Aſtoniſhing ! 
| LYDIA. 
If the contrary can be made to 2 , aban- 
don me, Sir, at once to that world, already ſo 


prepoſlels'd ro my prejudice, the greateſt mifor- 
tune that can ever befall me. 


Sir 
2 


THE BANKRUPT. #5 


Sir ROBERT. 
Well, Child, riſe ; I can't help giving credit 


to what you aver. But how to perſuade the reſt 
Of — 


Enter A SERVANT 


Somebody wants me? as I expected. Sir 
Jame# Biddulph I reckon. 


| SERVANT. 
No, Sir, a couple of gentlemen, who ſay they 
came by appointment. 
Sr ROBERT, 


I gueſs who they are.. Another bad buſineſs. 
Shew them into the » [Exit Servant.] 
You don't know half your father's afflictions— 
go, child, go into your chamber. 


LYDIA. 
I hope my father believes me. 
Sir ROBERT. 
I do, I do. As ſoon as I have diſpatch'd theſe 
gentlemen, I will ſee you again. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE. 
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SCENE, A Porkur: 
Enter PILL AGE and RESOURCE. 
PILLAGE. 
Ay, take my word for it, Mr. Reſource, in 
the whole round of the law, and, thank Heaven, 


the dominions are pretty extenſive, there is not 
a nicer road to hit than the region of Bankrupts. 
* RESOURCE. . 
I ſhould have thought it a turnpike, for you 


ſee how eaſily even a country Attorney can 
=D Racer 


PILLAGE. 


Pſhaw, what amongſt manuf; 
meay!'e mechanicks ? fellows not worth 
and ſhot; and yet theſe paltry Provincials, 
maſter Reſoutce, are often obliged to ſolicit my 
—_ - 


and 


. RESQURSE. 
Indeed | ee 
PILLAG E. 


Why, t'ather day, a poor dog, over head and 
ears, in debt from the country, was recommended 
to me, by a client; the fellow had ſcrap'd toge- 
ther all he could get, and came up to town, with 
a view of running beyond ſea, but I ſtopp'd him 
. * | 


© - 


RESOURCE, 
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RESOURCE. 
Really l 
PILLAGE. | 
O, ay, in a couple of months waſh'd him as 
white as a ſheep that is juſt ſhorn. 
RESOURCE. 
Ho did you bring it about? 
PILLAGE. 


Eafy enough. Made him take a houſe in 
Cheapſide, call'd him a citizen, in the London 
Gazette, and his name of John Madge, (being 
as common as carrots) not a foul in the country 
ſuſpected that it was he. 

RESOURCE. 

How ſhould they ? 

| PILLAGE. 

Paſs'd a few neceſſary notes to get him num- 
ber and value, white-waſh'd him, and ſent him 
home to his wife. | 

RESOURCE. 
Cleanly and cleverly done. 
PILLAGE. 

| When the country chaps brought in their bil 
he drew out of his pocket a certificate, a 
gave them a receipt in full for all their demands, 
= | RESOURCE. 
How the loobies muſt look. 


PILLAGE, 


Lad 


- him two hundred out of the fix he 
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PILLAGE: 0 
Chop fallen, no doubt: but he is in buſineſs 
again. 


RESOURCE. 
He is ? 
PILLAGE. 


O yes, and I hear does very well. For I left 
brought with 
him, to begin the world with credit afreſh. 
RESOURCE. 
Very generous indeed, Mr. Pillage. 
PILLAGE. 

O! a trifling affair, got httle by it !—for the 
matter of that, a mere ſtatute is not much in 
ĩrſelf. 


RE SOURCE. 
Ay! Well I thought it brought pretty petqui- 
fites with it. 
PILLAGE. 


No, no; it is a good hot - bed indeed to raiſe 
chancery ſuits in. 


RESOURCE, 
Ay, that is a produce that deſerves propaga- 


PILLAGE. 


What, I fee you have found a remedy for 
maſter Monk of the Minories ? 1 thought his was 


an incurable caſe. 
RESOURCE. 
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RESOURCE. 


Only. ſkinn*diofer the fare, maſter Pillage, it 
will ſoon break out again. 


PILLAGE. 
What were the means that you uſed ? 


RESOURCE. 
Got ſome friends of mine to advance him caſh 
on a project. 
PILLAGE. 


Of what kind ? 
; RESOURCE. 


A ſcheme of his, to monopolize ſprats and 
potatoes. 


PILLAGE. 
And it took ? 


RESOURCE. 


Oh! there was no danger of that. The peo- 


ple of this country are always ready to bite at 
a bubble. 


PILLAGE. 
Will it hold ? 


RESOURCE. 


Plhaw! We ſhall break before the ſeaſon for 


and as to the Potatoes, we had laid in a 
ip load or two. 


_ PILLAGE. 
For which you procured a good price ? 


RESOURCE. 
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RESOURCE. 


Not a ſouſe. They are all now in our cellars 
in Southwark, and have ſhot out branches as call 
as the trees in the Park. | 


PILLAGE. (6 7 


Ha! ba ha! but apropos, can you veſs Sir 
Robert's buſineſs with us ? | 


RESOURCE. 
Very near, ] believe. 
PILLAGE. 901 
What, the houſe is not a tumbling? 
RESOURCE. 
A pretty large crack. 
PILLAGE, 


Which he wants our aſſiſtance to plaiſter. 
Why, I thought the knight was as firm az a 
rock. 


RESOURCE. 


I knew better things. I ſaw the manſion was 
daily decaying. Huſh, here he comes. 


Enter Sir ROBERT, followed by a Clerk. 


Sr ROBERT. 

As we have eſſects in our hands, accept the 
bills to be ſure. But how ta diſcharge them when 
they are due.—So, — 1 have ſent ſor 
e | 


PILL AGE, 
9251 199 


© Y 
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PILLAGE. 


Sir Robert, we ſhall be very y to ſerve 
you, if you will tell us but how. * 


Sir ROBERT. 

Why, to deal plainly, gentlemen, my affairs 
are come to a criſis, and without ſome ſuſtantial 
and ſpeedy afliſtance, my credit will quickly ex- 
pire. 

PILLAGE. 


You ſurprize me: I never gueſs'd it in dan- 
ger. Pray, Sir Robert, what brought on the 
diſeaſe, was.it an alley fever, or a gradual decay ? 
Sir ROBERT. 


A complication of cauſes. Not but I could 
have weather'd them all, had the houſe in Hol- 
land but ſtood, their failure muſt be followed by 
mine. | 


* 


PILLAGE. 
What, Van Swicten's ? 
Sr ROBERT. 
Have you heard any thing of him to-day ? 
PILLAGE. 


No doubt, I believe, of their ſtopping ; their 
bills were offer'd at Garraway's under forty per 
cent. As your name is not blown upon yet, ſup- 
pole you coin a couple of quires! don't you 
think the circulation might ſerve you ? 

Sir ROBERT. 


No, that mint is exhauſted, and private pa- 
per return'd to its * value. My real caſe 
can 
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can be no longer conceal'd. I muſt ſtop, and 


ſhould be glad of your advice * 
the matter. 


There are two methods in uſe. The choice 


will depend on how your affairs ſand with the 
world. 


Sic ROBERT. 
Bitter bad, Mr. Pillage. 
PILLAGE. 


I gueſs'd as much, by your ſending * us. 
They treat us, Maſter Reſource, like a couple of 
quacks, never apply but in deſperate caſes. 

RESOURCE. 
But in all diſeaſes there are different degrees. 
PILLAGE. 

True ; for inſtance, if you goa are pret- 

ty near on a par, with perhaps a ſmall balance 
contra, ſummon your creditors, lay your con- 
ditions fully before them, convince them you 


have a fund to anſwer all their demands, and crave 
a reſpite for three or four years. 


Sc ROBERT. 


. Juſt to call in my debts, and make the moſt 
of my other effects? 


RESOURCE. 


True; as the Engliſh merchants have a 
deal of milk in their blood, that is a favour 
tately refuſed. 


3 Sir 


/ 
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Sr ROBERT. 
This, Maſter Pillage, will be only defering 


the evil. 
PILL AGE. 


That is, Sir Robert, as you manage the cards. 
Don't you ſee that the length of time, with the 
want or * wiſh of ready money for trade, will dil- 
poſe the bulk of your creditors to ſell their debts 


at a loſs of thirty or forty per cent ? 


True. 
RESOURCE, 
No contemptible ſum, when a man's dealings 
are large. 
Sr ROBERT. 
But how ſhall I profit by— 
PILLAGE. 
What hinders you from privatel n 
= y privately buying the 


Sr ROBERT. 
That, indeed— | 
RESOURCE. 
A fine fortune ſav*d out of the fire. 
PILLAGE. 


True. And now we talk of the fire, for a 
preſent ſupply, you may burn a warehouſe or 
two, after it has been gutted of all its contents. 


G 2 R E- 
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| RESOURCE. 
And recover the full amount of the policy. 
g PILLAGE. 
Did you never try that ? 
RESOURCE. 
No, I don't think he has done any thing in 
the fire way yet; have you, Sir Robert? 
Sir ROBERT. 
Never once came into my head. 
PILLAGE. 

May be not; oh! for a fertile brain, there 
are many means to be uſed ; but what d'ye ſay 
to my plan? 

Si ROBERT. 


What, the ſummoning ſcheme? I am ſo in- 
volved, that I am afraid that project will never 


prevail. 


PILLAGE. 
Then you have nothing left but a ſtatute. 
Sr ROBERT. 
But if my certificate ſhould not be granted? . 
__ PILLAGE. 


That is my proper buſineſs, Sir Robert. If 
he _— inclined to be cruſty, there 
will be no in creating demands to 
number and value. * 


Sir 
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Sit ROBERT. , 


That will ſwell my debts to a monſtrous a- 
mount. 


RESOURCE. 
So much the more for your honour ; conſider 
you are a knight, and your dignity demands you 
ſhould fail for a capital ſum. 
| Sir ROBERT. 
Does it? 
PILLAGE: 
To be ſure. Why, you would not ſneak into 
the Gazette like a Birmingham button-maker. 
RESOURCE: 
Oh fie ! 
PILLAGE. 
He would never after be able to ſhew his head 
upon Change. 
RESOURCE. 
Never, never. 


PILLAGE. 


And then, you know, what with the portable 
ſtuff, ſuch as jewels, or caſh, that he himſelf 
may ſecrete, and the dividends that fall to the 


ſhare of his friends, which they will doubtleſs 
reſtore— 


'RESOURCE. 


2 will be fit to begin the world again with 
eclat. 


PIL- 
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PILLAGE. 
- In a much better condition than ever. 
RESOURCE. 


And his children's children will have reaſon to 
thank him. 


Sir ROBERT. 
But is there- not ſome danger in concealing 
the portable ſtuff, as you call it ? 
PILLAGE. 
Not in the Teaſt. Beſides, to colour the bu- 
ſineſs, you may collect a purſe of light guineas, 
with an old batter'd family watch, and deliver 


them to the commiſſioners, on your firſt exami- 
nation. 


RESOURCE. 
Thar wall give an air of integrity. 


Sir ROBERT. 


You ſeem to think, then, Gentlemen, that it 
is the duty of every honeſt merchant to break 


once at leaſt in his life, for the good of his fa- 
mily ? 


RESOURCE. 
Not the leaſt queſtion of that. 
PILLAGE. 


Every day's practice confirms it. Well, Sir 
Robert, when ſhall I provide you the tackle? 


Sir ROBERT. 
The tackle! 


PIL- 


THE BANKRUPT 4; 


PILLAGE. 


In about a month or ſix weeks, I think, you 
may be made fit to appear in the papers. 


Sir ROBERT. 
In the Gazette, as a bankrupt ? 
RESOURCE. 
Aye, but then no time muſt be loft. 
PILLAGE. 


Not a moment, for ſhould they ſmoke his de- 
* 


Sir ROBERT. 
Gentlemen, I muſt decline your aſſiſtance. 
PILLAGE. 
How ? 
Sr ROBERT. 
For, without conſidering the private injury 1 
tmay do to particular perſons, this miſchievous 


method mug ſoon affect the whole mercantile 
world. 


PILLAGE. 

Why, what has that— 

Sr ROBERT. 

Mutual confidence is the very cement of com- 
merce. That weaken'd, the whole ſtructure 
muſt fall co the ground. 

RESOURCE. 


Hey 
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| Sir ROBERT. 

From the practice of theſe infamous arts, as it 
is impoſſible they can be coneeaPd, what ſulpi-* 
cions, what jealouſies muſt every man in trade 
entertain ? 


PILLAGE. 
Ho 1 12 ' 
Sr ROBERT. | 
What an injury beſides, to thoſe in my unha 
py condition ? the riſques and loſſes unavoidably 
connected with commerce, procure the unſucceſs- 


ful trader, generally the compaſſion, ſometimes 
the friendly aid, of thoſe of his order. 


RESOURCE, 
We know that weil enough. 


Si ROBERT. 

But when bankruptcy becomes a lucrative 
traffic, and men are found to fail with a view of 
making their fortunes, the unhappy and fraudu- 
lent will be confounded together, and puniſh- 
ment fall on his head, who has a title to pity. 

PILLAGE. 
The man's mad. 


Sr ROBERT. 


Perhaps I myſelf am a ſacrifice to thoſe ve- 
ry arts you have recommended ſo warmly. 
But there the miſchief ſhall end. Men may ſuf 
ter from my calamities, but they never ſhall -bys 
my crimes. — 2 i 


_. 
A138 2 | ay PIL- 
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PILLAGE. 


Did you ever meet with ſuch a ſqueamiſh old 
fool? what, could. he mean by ſending for us ? 


RESOURCE. n. 
Who can tell? his head's turn ' d, I ſuppoſe. 
PILLAGE. 
] thought we had him ſure; but how nimbly 
he has ſlipp d through our fingers! 
RESOURCE. * 


Necellty will Wom bring him back to our 


hook. He is ſhy for the preſent, but I warrant 
he will bite bye and bye. 


K. PILLAGE. 

Or we ſhall loſe a capital prize. 

RESOURCE. 

Indeed; ſhould his friends interpoſe, and mat- 
ters be compounded without us. 

PILLAGE. 

That I have a ſure way to prevent. Before an 
hour is paſt, I will tear ſuch a rent in hib robe, 
as I defy all the botchers in Europe to mend. 


RESOURCE. 
By what means ? 
| PILLAGE. 
1 know he is in the receipt of ſome govern- 
ment money; I will rake care to ſaddle him with 
* RESOURCE, 
Tut will do. 


211 
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WE RIL LAGE. 
1 ſhalt ont juſt go and take out '#%commil- 
ſion againſt five mararonies, who are joint an- 
r e © FO of Jews. . 
| - RESOURCE. 


But how can you lug them into a ſtatute ? 
they are no dealers, you know. - 


PILLAGE. 3 
No, dealers? yes, bur they are." „ 
b RESOURCE. 
Aye, of what kind? 
PILLAGE. 
Why, why they are dealers of cards.” [Exenze. 
Enter Lady RISCOUNTER, and Sir 
JAMES BIDDUL TH. 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 


will walk in, Sir James, Sir Robert is 
2 at preſent. but he will wait upon 


| Sir JAMES. | 
TROUT. RD,” that prevents 5 
tending his leiſure. i: 
Lady RISCOUNTER © - 
I fear the deſign of this vifir, : Sir James, ig 
dees e nan ae thoſe we have . 


rcceiv'd, 


rern 
* — 


b JA M EG. | 
471 Madam, W 
1 3 
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and puniſhing an infamous caſumny that has 

made its way to the publick, this s. H | 
Lay RISCOUNTER. | 


But of this kind, when 4-ſoiled and 
neglected, gradually die of themſelves. It is a 


moſt unlucky affair, I confeſs. 
Sic JAMES, 


Unlucky ! moſt falſe and atrocious : I hope, 
Madam, we ſhall be able to diſcover its author. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
As to that, it is ſcarce worth the enquiry. 
Sr JAMES, 
How, Madam 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
We have family re:ſons, Sir James, for wiſh- 
ing to draw a veil over— 
Sir JAMES. 
A veil! I am aſtoniſh'd, Lady Riſcounter ! 
Lady RISCOUNTER. | 


The loſs of your alliance, indeed, which now 
we dare neither expect, nor deſire, has mortifi-d 
us all not a little. If any other means could be 
found to form a connection between us, and a 
of your merit and rank, there is nothing, 


ow.” | ſhould fo ardently wiſh. 

Sir JAMES. 
Your ladyſhip is moſt exceedingly kind. 
Lady RISCOUN TER. 


F hope the whole family, eſpecially myſelf and 
H 2 daugh- 
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ter, are through the error of one, to 

be Pane wid he lo of your friendſhip. 
Sir JAMES. - 

You do me infinite honour. 

Lady RISCOUNTER 


Indeed, ry Lucy, upon this occaſion, felt 
chiefly for you; for tho* perhaps not ſo impoſing. 


and ſpecious, as the girl whoſe lapſe we lament, 
ſhe has great goodneſs of heart, and a proper 
ſenſe of your worth. | 


Sir JAMES. 
Miſs Lucy i is moſt els 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


But Sir Robert's door opens, and as my pre- 
ſence may not be ſo proper upon this occaſion, I 


take my leave, 2 ſoon receiving 
a viſit. 


; Ss JAMES. 

I ſhall be happy, Madam, in ſeizing every 
occaſion— your ladyſhip's———{ Exit Lady Ril- 
counter.) What can be the meaning of this ? 
She ſeems to confirm and credit the infamous 


ſtory. Sir Robert, I ſuppoſe, will explain it. 
Enter Sir ROBERT, 


Si ROBERT. 


Sir James, I ſcarce know how to accoſt yous 


but the confuſion . feel at the unhappy cauſe of _ 
your viſit. 


Sir 
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Sir JAMES. 


Indeed, Sir Robert, I own myſelf greatly 
perplex d. I enter'd your houſe, full of the 
"—_— reſentment, and prepar'd to take e- 


ry active part in my power 3 but your lady has 


— d ſome hints, as if you wiſh'd to _ 
all Jarther enquiry. Pray, Sir Robert, be 


— oped. This, Sir, 1 think, I have 
right to demand. 


Sir ROBERT. 
Doubleſs. Nor do I wiſh to conceal : there 


is room for ſuſpicion, I own; ſo far Lady Riſ- 
counter is right ; but yet, Lydia—— 


Sir JAMES. 
You have then ſeen her, Sir Robert 
Sit ROBERT. 
Not ten minutes ago. Her ſurpriſe ſeem'd ſo 
ſincere, and ſo artleſs, and | 
Sir JAMES, 
Without doubt—— 
Sr ROBERT. 


And ſuch ſtrong marks of truth, both in her 
words, and her looks, that I confels——per 


it was a fatherly weakneſs, I could not t help giv - 
ing credit to all that ſhe ſaid. 


Sr JAMES. 


You did her but juſtice, I am ſure. I will 
pawn my life upon her honour and faith, 


. Sir 
1, 
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Sir RORHERT. 
how to reconcile for. Sir James, 1 
will be impartial 3 ſome acepunts I have had 
111729 2d S JAMES. : Wi! | 
Time can only do that. A* 
are not diſcovered at once. If we can bu 
the clue. And what ſteps have you 
have you been, or ſent to the pri 
| Sir ROBERT. 


No. I did think of going, but my lady per- 
ſuaded me, that the ſtep would be wrong. 


#1 Sir JAMES. 


For which ſhe had very good tt no 
doubt. Will you give me leave to accompany 


you thither? 
Sir ROBERT. 
If you think ir right. 
Sir JAMES. 
The very firſt thing you ſhould do. 
Sir ROBERT. 
But ſhould not we conſult my lady about it ? 
Sir JAMES. 
The very laſt thing you ſhould do. 
Sir ROBERT. 
And why o ? 
Sir JAMES. 


I muſt beg to conceal my reaſons at nt. 
180. have wy ſuſpicions, Sir Robert. "ou 


But yet 


Sir 
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1. 
Lou have. 0 
a | FAME 8. | 1 8 
Which 1 fancy you will ſoon find to be better 
founded that thols of your family. 
8 ROBERT. 
niet, Sir James. 
Sir JAMES. 
Came, Sir, my chariot is ready. 
Sr ROBERT. 
I attend you, Sir James. [Exeunt, 
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R O BIN. 


M y fervice to Mis Kitty, and I ſhould be 
happy to have the honour of her car a moment. 
SERVANT. 

Of her car! 
ROBIN. 


Theſe low fellows know nothing of the phraſes \ 
in faſhion, mere Vandals and Goats : _—— 
accommodate myſelf ro their coun Will 

you tell Miſs Kitty Combruſh, that I ſhould be 
2123 wo ipoak. wither, when ſhe-is at leiſure? 
SERVANT. 


Now 1 underſtand what you menn, that will 
I, Maſter Robin. [Exit. 


ROBIN. 


Damn'd provoking however, to have our ſhip 
funk juſt as we were entering the port; this 
could not happen but by the contrivance of ſome 
; our captain too is moſt horribly 

I am convinc'd, is in the 


r 


"+ 
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Enter KITTY. 


ETLT.DY. 


Bleſs me, Mr. Robin, after what has paſs'd, 
I little expected to ſee you again at our houſe. 


ROBIN. 
What injuſtice both to me and yourſelf! 
rer. 
How ſo, Mr. Robin ? 
„ 7 * 


To your powerful attractions, and my proper 
diſcernment. 


EIr Tr. 
I did not know I had any ſuch things, Mr. 
Robin. | ; 
ROBIN. 


Infinite! but above all your penetration is the 
moſt ſurpriſing to me. The conjuror in the Old 
__ a fool compar'd to Miſs Kitty. You 

olutely as * as one of the Civils, 
if the . your prediction was but as 
fully accompliſh'd. 


KITTY. 
What was that ? 


ROBIN. 


Our cohabitation in the ſame houſe, notwith- 
ſlanding 


KITTY: 


inter may being that about, Me: Robin. 
| Time may bring ROBIN. 


2 
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5 e 
I don't comprehend how that can happen. 
vil 03/5190 IP 


make your maſjer amends for 
e Da Le ſuppoſe we were to give 


him Miſs Lucy — 

5 ROBIN. = 

D' ye call that making my maſter amends ? 
KIT TH 


She is a good ſhowy girl, and her fortune— 
ROBIN, 


Will be no temptation to him, I know he de- 
teſts her. | 


KITTY. 

Indeed! 
ROBIN. 
Cordially. So that if that be the onl 
]* have nothing left but deſpair. 


Kitty, think what miſery ! that tender 
a tear for pity, I'm ſure; to be | 
warmeſt wiſh of my life, to be cur 


E ver— 


n, 
And do you really think as you Gap? 
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Suppoſe then, Mr. Robin, we were to live 

under our own roof, inſtead of that of another, 

_ you think it would be mending the mat- 

ter | 4 


ROBIN. 


It would be Elyfium, my angel. 


But how to 
get at the means? "IF 02 


WITTY. 


If that is objection, th be eaſil 
found. mw ls od 


ROBIN, 

Does my lovely Kitty think I can have an 
other ? r 
e. 

Then ſince that is the caſe, Mr. Robin, it is 
but right I ſhould explain to you, what I meant, 
by 1 this morning. But ſee that we 
are 


ROBIN. 
Not a ſoul. 
KITTY, 
You muſt know, then, that this whole affair 
of Miſs Lydia is niy lady's contrivance. 
ROBIN. 
What, is that whole ſtory a fiction? 
| '# & a xn £ 


A mere flam; nothing elſe; and to bring 
about Sir James's marriage with Lucy, her mo- 
tive, 


12 ROBIN. 
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ROBIN 

I I conceive, lied 24. 

KITTY. 

| Now, as the project would not do without m 

affiſtance, my lady gave me (here it is, ſtuck in 

my ſtays) a note for five hundred pounds, if the 


match is broke off; and a thouſand, ſhould Miſs 
Lucy's take place. | 
ROBIN. 

Hum—hum—hum—g00—hun—bum—Re- 
becca Riſcounter—ir is juſt as you ſa x. 
| KIT TV. 

Now, as matters ſtand, you ſee I am entitled 
to the firſt 500 directly, and, with your aſſiſt- 
ance, perhaps the other may follow. 
ROBIEN, 

Not unlikely. But hold a little, dear Kitty, 
a little caution may not be amiſs. This miſtrels 
of yours is a damn'd artful woman; ſhe bas 
erick'd others, and won't ſcruple cheating of 


you. 


-» 


KITTY. 
I don't underſtand you. 
ROBIN. 
It is not quite clear that this note is a good 
* | 
KITTY. 
How ! 
ROBIN. 1 


I mean ſuch a one as ſhe will be obliged | 
hereafter to pay. 
KITT. 
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KITTY, 

Then the buſineſs ſhall be blown up in an in- 

ſtant. Y - | 
7 

Too late. She will only laugh at you when 
Her ends are obtain'd. eu 
27M Bloor KITTY. | 

Then what ſteps can we take? 


ROBIN. 

There is an old maſter of mine, who lives in 
Brick-court in the Temple, as cunning a cur as 
ever hang'd an innocent man, or ſav'd a 
from the gallows. Pll run, and aſk his opi- 


nion. 
KITTY; 
But won't that be betraying our ſecret ? 


Counſellors, like confeflors, are bound not to 
reveal their client's confeſſion : beſides, I can 
eaſily conceal the name of the party. 
KITTY. 

You will come immediately back ? 
ROBIN: 


In an inſtant, unleſs I have leave to go # 
ſep furrher. „ * 


Further! 


KIT T Y. 


ROBIN. 
To Doctors Commons, for a little bit of 


parchment, that will ſoon unite us for ever. 


6 THE'BANKRUPET. 
KITTY. 


O law! are in a vaſt 
hurry ; but, Tk, Mr. Ag 4 


as you pleaſe. 


ROBIN. 


Thus let me acknowledge your kind conde- 
ſcenſion, For a moment then, my dear Kitty, 
adieu. { Exit Kitty.] So, now Te the means 
in my power to Te «oo 

Exit. 


SCENE, A Printer's. 


MARGIN diſcovered with News-papers, Ac- 
compt-books, &c. 


MAR GIN. 
the gth. Sold twelve hundred and 


thirty. June the zoth. Two thouſand and fix. 
Good increaſe for the time, conſidering too that 
*. nter has been = Jn pacific : dabbled but 
little in > reaſons, and not remarkably ſcurrilous, 
— 3 in a few caſes. We muſt 
ſeaſon higher to keep up the demand. Writers 
in Journals, like rope-dancers, to engage the 
public attention, 1 venture their necks every 


ſtep that they take. The pleaſure le feel, 
ariſes from he riques chat we run—what' the 


matter 
Enter DINGE. 


DINGE V. 


Mr. Hyſon has left the Anſwer to his laſt lauer. 
on — India affairs. 


MAR. | 
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MAR GIN, 

A Aſcal, now his letter is forgot, he 
„ an anſwer. Beſides, che ſubject is 
ſtale: Return it again. Are all our people in 
waiting? 


DINGEY, 
The Attorney General to the paper, that an- 
ſwers the law caſes, is not come yet. | 
MARGIN, 1 


Ohl that's Ben Bondꝰ em the Bailiff ; prudently 
done, perhaps he has a writ againſt one of our 
authors—Bid them enter, and call over their 
names. 

DINGEY. 


Walk in, Gentlemen. 


Enter PY IR, PLaiSTER, Rumour, Fon or- 
EM, FIS IEM, Con MA, Caus ric, O' FLA, 


and others. 
DINGE xX. 

Politicians, pro and con, Meffieurs Pepper 
and Plaiſter. * 


PEPPER, PLAISTER. 
Here. 


MARGIN. 
Pepper and Phiſter, as both the houſes are up, 
I ſhall adjourn your Political Warfare till their 
meeting again, 


PEPPER. 

Don't you think the public would bear ong 
ſkirmiſh more before we cloſe the campaign? 
I have a trimmer here in my hand 

A A PLAIS- 
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PLAIS TE R. 
To which I Have as tart a retort. 
| MARGIN.” 

No, no; enough for the preſent. It is, Plaiſ. 
ter, the timeing the ſubject, that gives 
ſuccels ogg pk + * of a News: 
paper, like a good , ways ſerve 
up things in their ſeaſon : who eats oyſters in 
June ? Plays and Parliament Houſes are winter 
proviſions. 


PEPPER. 

Then half the ſatire and ſalt will be loſt: Be- 
fides, if the great man ſhould happen to die, or 
go out. 

| MARGIN. 

Pſhaw ! it will do as well for the great man that 
in. Political papers ſhould bear vamping ; 
like ſermons, change but the application and 
text, and they will ſuit all perſons and ſea- 


ſons. 
" PLAISTER. 

True enough ; but mean time, what can we 
turn to; for we ſhall be quite out of work ? 

MARGIN. 

I warrant you, if you an't idle, there's bufineſs 
enough, the preſs teems with freſh publications— 
Hiſtories, tranſlations, yoyages— 

PEPPER. [-.cd 
That take up as much time to read as to 


makss. 


"= Fo 
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MARGIN. 


And what with letters from Paris or Spaw, 


inundations, elopements, diſmal effects of thun- 
der and lightning, remarkable cauſes at coun- 
try aſſizes, and with changing the miniftry now 
and then, you will have employment, enough for 
the Summer. 


1 ng PLAISTER. 
And fo enter upon our old trade in the 
winter ? 


Aye, or for variety, as it muſt be tireſome to 
take always one fide ; you, Pepper, may go over 
to adminiſtration, and Plaiſter will join oppoſi- 
tion. The novelty may perhaps give freſh ſpirits 
ro 


PEPPER _ 
With all my heart. A bold writer has now 
no encou t to ſh his pen, I have 


known the day when there was no difficulty i 
getting a lodging in Newgate ; but now, 21 1 
can ſay, won't procure me a warrant from a 
Weſtminſter Juſtice. | | 
MARGIN. 
You fay right, hard times, maſter Pepper, for 
ma gt gfe Ants. dh tag de 
don't deſpair, who knows _ 
matters may mend ? tlemen, aw 
back. Read the a — 


0; leere. 
Criticks Thomas Com and Chriſtopher 
Cauſtic. _ 


K MARGIN 
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MARGIN. 
Where are they ? 


DINGEY. 


As you could not find them in conſtant em- 
ployment, they are engaged by the great, to do 
the articles in the Monthly Reviews. 


MARGIN. 


I thought they were done by Doctor Doubtful, 
the Deiſt. 


DINGEY. 


Formerly, but now he deals in manuſcript ſer- 
mons, writes religious eſſays for one of the 
Journals. | 


M ARGIN. 


Then he will ſoon fink. I foreſaw what would 
come of his dramming. Go on. 


DINGEY. 


Collectors of paragraphs, R Rumour, and 
Phelim O*Flam. — Ga 


RUMOUR, FLAM. 
Here. 


DINGEY. 
Fibber and Forge em, compoſers and makers 
of ditto. | 
FIBBER, FORGE'EM. 
Here, | | 


MARGIN. 
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MARGIN. 


Well, Rumour, what have you brought for 
the preſs ? | 


RUMOUR. 
I have been able to bring you no Poſitives. 
MARGIN. 
How ! no Poſitives ? 


RUMOUR. 


Not one. I have a Probability from the court 


end of the town; and two good Suppoſes out of 
the city. 


MARGIN. 


Hand them here—{reads.] ** It is probable, 
&* that if the King of Pruſſia ſhould join the Czar- 
« ina, France will ſend a fleet into the Medi- 
„ terranean, which, by giving umbrage to the 
«© Maritime powers, will involve Spain by 
« its Family Compact. To which, it Auſtria 
« ſhould refuſe to accede, there may be a power- 
« ful diverſion in Poland, made conjurctly by 
«« Sweden and Denmark. And if Sardinia and 
Sicily abide by the treaties, the German Prin- 
ces can never oe neuter; Italy will beeome the 
<< ſeat of war, and all Europe ſoon ſet in a flame. 
Vaſtly well, maſter Rumour, finely confuſed, 
and very alarming. Dingey, give him a ſhilling 
for this. I hope no other paper has got it? 


RUMOUR. : 


Oh fie! did you ever know me guilty of 
ſuch a 


MARGIN- 
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MARGIN. 


True, true, now let us fee your Suppoſes 
Read. It is ſuppoſed, if Alderman Mango 
*. ſhould ſurrender his gown, he will be ſucceed- 
„ed by Mr. Deputy Drylips, and if my Lord 
« Mayor ſhould continue ill of the gout, it is 


„ ſuppoſed the ſwan-hopping will ceaſe for this 
« ſeaſon.—That laſt ſuppoſe is fudged in, why, 
would you cram theſe upon me for a couple? 


RUMOUR. 
As diſtinct as can be. 
MARGIN. 


Fye, remember our bargain. You agreed t 
do the court of Aldermen always for fix — 


RUMOUR. 
What if a Common Hall ſhould be called ? 


MARGIN. 


Oh! then are to have three-pence a mo- 
tion, I know that, yery well : 1 am ſure no gen- 
tleman can accuſe me of being ſneaking. Din- 
gey, give him fix pence for his ſuppoſes. Well, 
Phelim O'Flam, any deaths in your diſtrict ? 

O'FLAM, 

The devil a one. . 
MARGIN. 

How | none? 


O'FLAM. 
O yes, a 1 of nobodies, that died worth 
| 
3 


nothing at Fellows that can't pay for a fu- 
neral, 
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neral. Upon my conſcience, 1 can't think what 

becomes of the folks for my part, I believe, 

all the people who live in town, fall don dead 

in the country, and then too, ſince doctor Di- 

ſpatch is gone to the Bath, patients linger ſo 

long. $1 1 N 
MARGIN. 


| Indeed! | 
O'F L A M. 
To be ſure they do. Why, I waited at the 
Jolly Topers, a matter of two days and a half, 
for the laſt breath of Lady Dy Dropſy, for fear 
ſome other collector ſhould catch it. 
MARGIN. 
A long time indeed. 
O'FLAM.' 
Wasn't it? conſidering that ſhe had two con- 


ſulrations beſides, deviliſh tough. Mr. Margin, 


I ſhall quit the mortality walk, ſo provide your- 
ſelf as ſoon as you can. 


MARGIN. 


I hope nor. 
O'FLAM. 


Why, what will I do? I am ſure the deaths 
wont keep me alive, you ſee I am alread 
ſtripp'd to my ſhrowd ; fince November, the fui- 
cide ſeaſon, I have not got ſalt to my porridge. 


Enter Sir THOMAS TRADEWELL. 


iI THOMAS. 
Is your name Matthew Margin ? 
MARGI”” 
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MARGIN. 
It is, and what then? 
4 Sir THOMAS. 
Then, pray what right had you to kill me in 
your laſt ſaturday's paper? 
ä MAR GIN. 
Kill you! 
Sir THOMAS, 
Ay, Sir, here the article is; ſurely the law 


has ſome puniſhment for ſuch inſolent raſcals as 
you. 


MARGIN. 


Puniſnment! and for what? but, after all, 
what injury have you ſuſtain'd ? 


Sr THOMAS. 


Infinite. All my agents are come poſt out of 
the country, my houſe is crouded with couſins, 
to be preſent at the opening my will, and there 
has been (as it is known ſhe has a very good 
jointure) no leſs than three propoſals of marriage 
already made to my relict. | 

MARGIN. 

Let me look at the paragraph. [Reads.] 
* Laſt night, after cating a hearty ſupper, died 
* ſuddenly, with his mouth full of cuſtard, Sir 
„Thomas Tradewell, knight, an amiable com- 
„ panion, an affectionate relation, and a friend 
* to the poor.” O' Flam, this is ſome blunder 
of yours; for you ſee, here the gentleman is, 
and alive. 


O'FLAM. 
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O'FLAM. 


So he ſays, but the devil a one in this caſe 
would I believe but himſelf; becauſe why, I 
was told it by Jeremy O' Turlough, his own bo- 
dy-chairman, my dear : by the ſame token, I 
treated him with a pint of porter for the good 
news. 


Sr THOMAS. 

Vaſtly oblig'd to you, Mr. O' Flam, but I 
have nothing to do with this wretched fellow; 
it is you, Margin, ſhall anſwer for this. 

a MAR GIN. 

Why, Sir Thomas, it is impoſſible but now 
and then we muſt kill a man by miſtake. And 
in ſome meaſure to make amends, you ſee what 
a good character the paper has given you. 

Sir THOMAS. 


Character | 
MARGIN. 


Aye, Sir, I can teil you I have had a crown 
for putting in many a worſe. 


O'FLAM. ” 


Aye, Sir Thomas, confider of chat, only 
think what a comfort it is, to live long enough 
after you are dead, to read ſuch a good account 
of yourſelf in the papers. 

Sr THOMAS. 


Ha! hal ha! what a ridiculous raſcal! but J 
would adviſe you, gentlemen, not to take ſuch 
libertics with me for the future, (Exit. 


O'FLAM 
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Indeed and we won't; and I here give Mr. 


Margin my word, that you ſhan't die again, as 
long as you live, unleſs, indeed, Wan 
8 


Enter Sit ROBERT RISCOUNTER, 
and Sir JAMES BIDD UUL PH. 


* Sir ROBERT. 


Where is this Margin, this impudent, n 
Printer ? 


MARGIN. 
Hey day ! what's the matter now ? 
Sir JAMES. 
Curb your choler, Sir Robert. 
Sr ROBERT. 


A pretty fellow, indeed, that every man's and 
woman's reputation muſt be ſubject to the power 
of his poiſonous pen. 


Sir JAMES. 
A little patience, Sir Robert. 
Sir ROBERT. 


A land of liberty, this ! I will maintain it, the 
tyranny exerciſed by that fellow, and thoſe of 


his tribe is more def; and galling, than the 
moſt chime ends is Afi 


Sir JAMES. Nd 302 
Well, but | % une 


Sir ROBERT. 


* 
1.6 
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_Sir ROBERT. 


Their thrones claim a right only over youd/ 
perions and property, whilſt this mungrel, ſquatt- 


ing upon his joint ſtool, by a ſingle ine, pro- 
ſcribes and ruins your reputation At once, 


Sir Robert, let me crave— 
Sir ROBERT. 
And no ſituation is ſecure from their inſults. 
I wonder every man is not afraid to into a 
paper, as it is more than probable that he may 


meet with a paragraph, that will make him un- 
happy for the reſt of his life. 


MARGIN. 
But, Gentlemen, what is all this buſineſs chown ? 
Sir ROBERT. 
About? zounds, Sir, what right had you to 
ruin my daughter ? 
MARGIN. 
I ? I know nothing of you nor your daughter. 
Sir ROBERT. 
Sir James Biddulph, you have it, produce the 


paper. 
Sir JAMES. * 
There is no occaſion for that, the affair is ſo 
recent, I dare ſay the Gentleman will remember 
the paſſage ; this, Sir, is the Banker, the father, 
with Tabel daughter you was pleaſed to take thoſe 
inſolent freedoms, this morning. 


L. dir 


24 THE BANKRUPT. 


Sic ROBERT. 


' And this, 'Sir, the amiable Baronet, from the 
Weſt end of the Town. Orgy 


pi MARGIN. 

I recollect. Well, gentlemen, if you have 
brought any hs to contradict the report, 
I am ready to inſert them directly. 

Sr ROBERT. 


And ſo, you raſcal, you want us to furniſh 
freſh food for your paper ? 


MARGIN. 
I do all I can to keep my ſcales even; the 
charge hangs heavy here ; on the other ſide, you 
may throw in the defence, then fee which will 
weigh down the other. 
| Sr ROBERT. 
Indeed, Sir James Biddulph, if he does that— 

Sr JAMES. 

That ! can that expedient atone for his 
crime? will the ſnow that is ſullied recover its 
luſtre ? ſo tender and delicate, Sir Robert, is the 
fame of a lady, that once tainted, it is tarniſh'd 
for ever. 


Sir ROBERT. 
True enough. 


MARGIN, 


I could bear no ill-will to your daughter, as J 
know nothing about her. 


= 


THE BANKRUPT. 25 


Sc ROBERT. 
Indeed, Sir James, I don't ſee how he could, 
Sr JAMES. 


Is his being the inſtrument of another man's 
malice, a ſufficient excuſe ? 


Sr ROBERT. 


So far from it, that it enhances the gullt · 
Zounds, Sir James, you are a Parliament Mag, 
why don't you put an end to this practice? 

MARGIN. 
Ay, let them attack the preſs, i. 
Sr ROBERT. 


Have a care of that; no no, that muſt not be 
done. 


Sir JAMES. 
No man, Sir Robert, honours that ſacred 
ſhield of freedom more than myſelf. 
Sr ROBERT. 
I dare ſay. 
Sr JAMES, 


But I would not have it ſerve to ſheiter theſe 
peſts, who point their poiſon'd arrows againſt the 
peace of mankind. 


Sr ROBERT. | 
By no means in the world. Let them be 


12 ad from behind it directly. 


L 2 


MAR GIN. 
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MARGIN. 


„Ay, do deſtroy the watchful dogs that — 
and cover your flocks. 


Sir JAMES, 
You guard, you cover! 
MARGIN. 


Ay, who but us alarm the nation when bad 
* are on foot ? 


Sir ROBERT. | 
In that reſpect, they are very uſeful no doubt. 
Sir JAMES: 
Are they therefore entitled to give the alarm, 
whcea no ſuch deſign is intended? 
Sir ROBERT. 


By no means. A pack of factious, infamous 
ſcoundrels. 


MARGIN, 
It is we that ſupply the defects of the laws. 
Sir JAMES. 
You! . | 
e MARGIN. 


By ſtigmatizing thoſe offenders that they can- 
not reach. 


Sir ROBERT. 
That, indeed ſerves to keep the guilty in awe, 


Sir 
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Sir AME S. 

And is a pretence for making the innocent the 
butts of their malice. 19V09 Du 
Sir ROBERT. 

True, true, all is fiſh that comes to their 
nets. OY 
Sc JAMES. 


"Beſides, their ſlander is ſcattered fo generally. 
and with fo little dilcretion, that the deformity 
of vice is deſtroyed. 
Si ROBERT. 
True. | 
Sir JAMES. 


Bad men are made worſe, by becoming total 
callous, and even the good rendered caieclefs, t 
that ſource of patriotiim, that pride of virtue, 
the public opinion. 

Sr ROBERT. 
And they are much in the right on't. 


MARGIN. 


What, you are a courtier, i reckon ? no won- 

der you wiſh the preſs was demoliſhed. 
Sir JAMES. 

If ever that happens, to ſuch miſcreants as you 
'twill be owing ; nor will it ſurprize me, if all 
orders concur to give up a great public beneft, 
for the ſake and ſecurity of private honour and 


o 
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Sir ROBERT. 
Nor me neither. $37 Tat: 


MARGIN. 


You would conſent then to - ſurrender the 
preſs ? 


Sir ROBERT. 
I would ſooner conſent to be hang'd. 
Sir JAMES: 
And its uabounded licence continue? 
Sr ROBERT. 
I wou!d much rather ſce it on fire. 
MARGTN,. 
With reſpect to its . a. uſe—— 
Sr ROBERT. 
Not the ſmalleſt doubt can be made. 
Sir JAMES. 
But, Sir Robert, then the abuſce——- 
Sir ROBERT. 
Is what no mortal can bear. 
MARGIN. 
- Bur, Sir Robert, you would but juſt now— 
| Sir ROBERT. 
I confeſs it, I did. 
Sir JAMES. 
Ay, but that was, Sir Robert, becauſe, ———- 


Sir 
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Sir ROBERT. 
For no other reaſon in life. 
MARGIN. 
My obſervation you allowed to be 
Sir ROBERT. 


- Pointed. 
Sir JAMES. 
And my reply— 
Sr ROBERT. 
Concluſive as could be. 


MARGIN: 


But then— 
Sir ROBERT. 
To be ſure. 
| Sir JAMES. 
Becauſe why— 
Sir ROBERT. 
You are quite in the right. 
O'FLAM. 
Upon my ſoul, they have got the old gentle- 
man into ſuch puzzleation, that I don't believe 
he knows what he wiſhes himſelf. Stand by and 


let me clear up this matter a little. Hearkee, 


Mr. Sir Robert, if I underſtand your maning at 
all, it is, that provided people could be prevented 
_ _— you are willing the preſs ſhould 
be - 


Sir ROBERT. 


That was my meaning no doubt. 
O'FLAM. 
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O'FLAM. 


conſcience, and nothing but reaſon; 


Upan my 


There, I Pay we are all of us agreed. How 


teldom would people differ, if once we could get 
them to be all of a mind? And now this difter 


ence is whole and compos' d, let me try if 1 can't. . 
make up the other. I und-rſtand here, old gen- : 


tleman, you have had a daughter abuſed. 
Sir ROBERT. 


Moſt foully. 
O'FLAM. 


And you want to know who was the author 8 


Sir ROBERT. 
That was my ſole buſineſs here. 
O'FLAM. 


Then why could not you ſay fo at firſt, without 
all this bothering and bawling ? Well, maſter 
Margin, come 2 the old buck ſatisfaction. 


MARGIN, 
It was anonymous. 
O'FLAM. 


Unen metal and-1 ſo. That is 
the moſt damnedſt, impudent fon of a bitch, he 
had like to have brought me into three or four 
qcrapes, by fathering his lies upon me. 


Sc JAMES. 
Will you give us leave to look at the hand ? 
MARGIN. 


Foyle, this is the paper. 
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Sir JAMES. 


Sir Robert, n ſeen tas 
nnn 
| , $ ROBERT. 


It is James's, I know it as well as my own : 
here are bis B's, his G's, and his T's. 


Sir JAMES: 


us? 
Sr ROBERT. 
Let him get it again, if he can.—Sir James, 
I ſhall expect you at home. [ Exit, 
MARGIN. 
I hope no bed uſe will be wade of it. 
Sir JAMES. 


The worſt uſe has already been made of it 
but at parting, Mr. Margin, let me give you a 
piece of advice. Take care how you provoke 


the publick patience too far. You have ſet the 
laws at Ss, and long reign*d uncontroul'd. 


I confeſs ; but don't wonder if the ſubjects of 
your ſlander forget there are laws in their turn, 
and, valuing an honeſt name more than their 
lives, ſhould expoſe their lives to revenge it. 

—_ 7 


O'FLAM. 


255 


So I gueſs'd. Will you truſt the paper war 


Upon my ſoul, Mr. Margin, very wholſeme © 


advice, and will do you much if you take 
it; but, above all, rid your hands of James 


Anonymous as ſoon as you can; you know it 


1 M was 
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was 58 you that beating. —That fellow has 
t you into more ſcrapes Wan all au- 


6 1 AY 8 1 


Enter « SERVANT. 
SERVANT: 
Gentlemen, the milk porridge is ready. 
ALL. 
Let us ſtart fair I beſeech you. 


[ Extwns. 
Exter Lady RISCOUNTER, LUCY, 
and KITTY. 
Lady RISCOUN TER. | 
Sir James Biddulph is gone? 
KITTY. 
Yes, Madam, and with him my maſter. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Sir Robert! to what place, can you gueſs? 
. 


I mould think, by what I overbenrd, to the 
printer's. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
To the printer's ! of what uſe can that be? 
A 7 6 wi 


1 can't ſay ; but your ladyſhip, I hops, wilt, 
excùſe me. 


Laly RISCOUN TER. 
Excuſe you, why child, whac's the mar 


- KITTY. 


| IJ 
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k 1 TTY. 1 

| 1 have heard ſome whiſpering 'among he 
derks, as if chings were not quite ſo well with 
my maſter. 

Lady RISCOUNTER. 

What, ſome little diſappointments in trade? 

EITTY. 


Much worſe, I am afraid ; I don't know whiat 
it means; but they ſay an extent is brought into 
the houſe. 

. Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Wich all my heart; let what will happen, it 
can be of little importance to me. 


LUCY. 


No, Madam |! 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 

No, child, you can't ſuppoſe, but upon my 
marriage, I took care, at all events, to ſecure a 
proper proviſton, 


LUCY. 
Indeed ! can th*t be done? 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Acommon caution, m dear z don't you fee 
Mrs. Paduaſoy rides in coach, hilt ſt half 
het Huſband's creditors are in ga]. 


Luc v. 
Is that the caſe? 
'” Lady RISCOUNTER. 
F wives were to have any thing to do with 
M 2 thoſe 
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thoſe kind of creatures, who d'ye think would 
sry with people in buſineſs? and now I think 


on*t, it will be ſa much the better ; for the fa- 
ther's failure muſt in ſome meaſure fall on Ow 


daughter. 
LUCY. 8 


True; but your lady ſhip faw Ser James Bid- 
dulph. 


111 


Lady RISCOUNTER. ee 
For a moment only, my dear. 27 go 
LUCY, 
Well, Madam, and 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


I only juſt threw qut a hint ; to be more ex- 
plicit r now, would make hi him ſuſpicious z we muſt 


*As I live, Miſs Lydia is coming, 
Lady RISCOUNTER, 


Lydia! 
Enter L I DIA. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Nine, child ? 


LYDIA, 


LYDIA 


| Fave ey in detecting che authors. of 
this horrid deſign. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. bt 01 
That, child, is properly your father's con- 


cern. 
VEG Ss LYDIA: 


True, Madam; but the relation your lady- 
ſhip bears to his my might, I hope, induce 
you to do me this juſtice. 


Lady RIS COUNTER. 
Juſtice, Lydia !—as it is my duty, I ſhall ever 
be ready to give my advice. 
LYDIA. 
That, Madam, is all that I want. 
Lady RISCOUNTER 
As this affair has made ſuch a noiſe, there re- 
mains but one ſtep to be taken. 
LYDIA 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
A marriage with James. 
LYDIA 
o_ James ! and ſo ſandify the ſcandalous 


ny 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


It may be alledged by the family, that the 
ceremony had paſs d before the detection. 


LYDIA. 
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LYDIA.” 


Detection I hope I does not fo 
coſe there u the UL Fonts 50 


Lay "RISCOUNTER. 


That I fall not 


at · all events, eee nv, By 
LY DIA. 


Your ladyſhip's indifference ſhocks me more 
than the Tour daughter, Lucy, will do me 


- zuſtice Iam ſure, * 


Me, Miſs? I beg pardon 
ſhould I know your Intrigues? I beg * will 
not involve me in Kg np 


LYDIA 
Nay, then it is in vain to ſtruggle ; I ſee, 
ruin is reſolv'd. ed 
Eater & ROBERT. 


Sr ROBERT. 


ere is Lady Riſcoumer? well, my dear 
we have got to the bottom of this infernal baſi- 
laſt—here, _ in the raſcal's own 


—— 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Sir Robert 


Sr ROBERT. 
Why, the vigagh wie fiir 26 he potacdt's 
by James. 


: "A 
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Lady RISCOUN TER. 
Well ? | 8 


Sc ROBERT. 
So that you ſee proves the forgery plain. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Now I think it makes the fact ** — 
Sir ROBERT. 


How ? 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
By the confeſſion of one of the parties. 
Sir ROBERT. 
That I confeſs, as it was voluntary— 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Makes it amount to a poſitive proof. 
Sr ROBERT. 
It looks very ſuſpicious indeed, 


Enter Sir JAMES BIDDULPH. 


Sr ROBERT. 


Here my lady, Sir James, thinks, that inſtead 
of clearing, this paper only ſerves to convince 
her. 


| Sir JAMES. 
Is that your ladyſhip's judgment ? 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Quite to a demonſtration, Sir James. 


4 I) 
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Sir JAMES. 
But his policy. | 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


_ Obvious enough ; to force the family to foli- 
cit his marrying the girl, as a favour. 


Sir JAMES. 
That, indeed! 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
With the ini 
Vith 3 of obtaining ſome 
f Sir ROBERT. 
In return, no doubt, for his great condeſcen- 
fion. An infamous 
Sir JAMES. 


I ſhould have thought the young lady's pti- 
vate fortune, and perſon, eſpecially to one of his 
rank, a very ſufficient inducement. But this 
Mr. James is an abſolute Machiavel. 


Sir ROBERT. 
As ſly a dog as ever exiſted. 
Sir JAMES. 
Burt could not we fee him, Sir Robert ? 
Sir ROBERT. 
The raſcal is run off. 
Sir JAMES, 
Inde@! 


THE BANKRUPT. & 


Sr ROBERT. 
We have ſearch'd for him all the town over. 
Sir JAMES. 


That is unlucky, as I ſhould have been glad 
to have aſk'd him a queſtion. I believe it is 


unneceſſary to apologize to the family, for any 
part I take in this bulineſs, 


Sir R O B E R s pf 
We are all highly obliged. 
Sir JAMES. 


But I have received a letter, the contents of 
which aſtoniſh me much. 


Sr ROBERT. 
About the matter in hand ? 


Sir JAMES. 


Indeed the writer is but a t of mine, 
but his v-racity is out of the queſtion, the facts 
muſt _ for themſelves. Mrs. Kitty, you 


will be enough to ſtay here for a moment. 
KITT. 
What can be the meaning of this ? 
Sir I AME S. 


If. the charge is falſe, I am ſure, Lady Riſ- 
counter will pardon me for the ſake of the mo- 


tive. If true, ſhe, in her turn, will ſtand in 
want of all our forgiveneſs. 


Lady RISCOUN TER. 


Me! who will dare to impeach my conduct, 
Janccs ? 


N Sir 
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Sir JAMES. 


Your ladyſhip's patience, a moment. This 
paper, Sir Robert, charges Lady Rifcounter 
1 the ſole contriver of this villainous 


How! bo 
T RISCOUNTER. 


Si ROBERT, 


Me 


Sir JAMES. 
With a view of e the ein Be. 
tween your fair daughter and me. 
| Sir ROBERT. 
To what purpoſe ? what end ? 
Si JAMES, 
One that does me too much honour, I own, 
bas union between Miſs Lucy 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


A moſt probable indeed : infor- 
on oh — 


Sir JAMES. 
A ſervant who has oft attended me here. 
Lady RISCOUNTER., - © 
| And he receiv'd it from—— 
Sit JAMES. 


482 of I women; there ſhe 


0 2001 ma 2: LYDIA 
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N LI DIA. 
l K poſſible thavyou, Kitty 
| Sir ROBERT. 


Patience, Lydia, a moment. 
Lady RISCOUNTER: 


And you think this paltry plot, obviouſly 
fram*d by a couple of ſervants, (unſeſs you con- 
deſcend to be the contriver yourſelf ) wil _ 
you in bringing this charge againſt a perſon of 
my rank and condition. | 


Sir ROBERT. 
; 3 Sir James, that is too preſumptuous 
Sir JAMES, 


Why, I ſhould not have ventur'd, I believe, 


if J had not to 3 
witneſs than th 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Name the perſon directly. 

Sir JAMES. 
Lady Riſcounter herſelf. 

Sir ROBERT. 


What? 
Sir JAMES. 
There is a little billet contain d in this letter, 


where your ladyſhip promiſes a capital tum, 
©: when ſome certain ſervices are fully perform'd. 


Sir ROBERT. 


/. 1 (By your leave, Sir James, let me look. Oh, 
By) N 2 clear, 
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clear, clear, it is her hand, there is no denying. 
of this, 


Sir JAMES. 


I fancy Mrs, Kitty will own it. Otherwiſe my 
ſervant is below to confront her. 


Sr ROBERT. 

Well, what reply do — 
EIT TY. 

T beg pardon, Sir, of my miſtreſs, n 

Sir ROBERT. 


Pardon. 


. 


I own the accuſation is juſt, though I little 
thought Mr. Robin would betray me. 


Sr ROBERT. 


Do you ? and what an ungrateful wretch muſt 
you be? you have been but a poor inſtruneat 


only. But is it poſſible you, Lady Riſccunter, 
could fo entirely forget what you owe to me, and 
Lady RISCO UNTER. 


I ſee, Sir Robert, you are ſo far prepoſſeſo d, 
that all I can ſay 


Sr ROBERT. 
Say, Madam, what can b- ſaid for ſuch— 
Lady RISCOUNTER. | 


Nay, Sir, I am not going to make a formal 
defence, it is not woith my while, nor would 


you have leiſure to hear it: if you will walk 
| 3 down 
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down, you will find another ſort of buſineſs; that 
demands your attention. 1 bo 


Sr ROBERT. 
Madam 


Lady RIS COUNTER. 
The houſe fill'd with a new kind of cuſtomers. 


LYDIA, Sir ROBERT, Sir JAMES. 
Flow ! 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Only an extent, to ſeize on all his effects. 
LYDIA, Sir ROBERT, Sir JAMES. 
Is it poſſible ! 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


The world will therefore ſee how ill I am 
trea ed but don't imagine, Sir Robert, that the 
proviſion I derive from her father, ſhall be la- 


viſhed to leſſen your debts, or be employ'd in 
fupport of their author. 


LUCY. 


Your ladyſhip will have more prudence, no 
doubt. 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 
No, child, we will quit this manſion directly, 


and leave him for conſolation to the care of his 
daughter. 


LYDIA. 


A more precious truſt, I could never receive. 
Your treachery to me, Madam, I could both 
deſpiſe and forgive: but your inſolent triumph, 
at the diſtreſs of an unfortunate huſband, gives 


you 


*\ © - 4 4 1] 41 of ＋ 4 >» „ Wh 1 
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pre-eminence above the 
F. Sir what Sir, what you are p e Oe can can- 


either reinſtate, or aſſiſt 0 ek it OT * all 
employ'd in the ſervice. 5. 
Sr ROBERT. 
: Nays pr'ythee, Lydia— 198913715. wor 
LYDIA ll 
You ſee, Sir James Biddulph, Go new 
obſtaeles oppos d to your purpoſe. - 
Sir JAMES, 


io you mean thoſe her ladyſhip has been pleaſ- 
to 


produce, they add only an additional 
h to my wiſhes. The piety with which 


this great, this firſt duty is diicharg d, muſt ac- 
company every other relation in life. *. 


and ſhall be happy to join in your 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Come, Lucy, let us leave theſe romantick 
creatures together, . they are only fit for each 
other; when your effects are convey*d to proper 
ee 1 ee wy clin. 


[Exexnt Lady Riſcounter and Lucy. 

Sir ROBERT. 
Unfecling, inſolent woman! but thy good- 
neſs, Lydia, ſupplies gs loſs, nor will my cre- 
ditors, when er deceiv'd them, 


take advantage of ty fill affection. 
Euter 4 CLERK. 
What now? -+ 


CLERK. 
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CLERK. ; 
The Dutch mail is arri Gd. 
I - -4 
Any privae letters from Holland ?, 
CLERK. 
Your correſpondents, Sir, have honout d your 


bills. 
Sir ROBERT: 17 


And diſcharg'd them? 5e 
C LER. 


een 
b Sir ROBERT. 

Au the report of their failing— 

_ CLERK, 

| Was withour the ſonalleſt foundation? 

Sc ROBERT. 

Heaven be prais'd; now, Lydia, thy fa- 


ther can look with confidence in the face of 
his friends, * 


LYDIA. 
real tranſport could ls Ss 


Sr ROBERT. 


I know it, L I know it. This gentle- 
ant wed CO an I ow 


CLERK. 


na me! 


Sir 


- 
A * * 
of * 1 ” 
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Sir ROBERT. 
gueſs what you mean ; ſome inquiſitive 
ſons below; they ſhall be ſatisfied ſoon. I will 
attend them directly. 2 | Exit Clerk. 
_ Sir JAMES. 
Give me leave to Join in the general joy. But 
what, Sir Robert, ſhall we do with this paper ? 
I fancy my man is in waiting; Robin. 


Enter ROBIN. 


I 


ROBIN. '|\ 
Sir, 
Sir JAMES. 
You have been of ſingular ſervice to-day, 
which I ſhall take good care to acknowledge. e | 4 
The worth of this note, as the conditions have "4 


fail'd—— }. = 
| ROBIN. 

Like many more of its kindred, is reduc'd to 
waſte paper, your honour z but as this happy 
turn has been chiefly owing to Kitty, I hope ſhe 
will be reſtor d to favour again. 


Sir JAMES: 
But conſider, Robin, that was not her inten- 
tion. 
ROBIN. | 
But recollect, Sir, the temptation— 
Sr ROBERT. 
But the treachery— 
ROBIN, 


Five hundred pounds. 


_— 
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| That is ae er many 


| _— 


is 
— N it 
| what fays my 


I ſhall be direted by you 
Sir ROBERT. 
And now, my children, nothing 
the laſt act, toecſtabliſh your union, and if (as I 
am reſolved to diſengage te myſelf from that bad 
woman, and the other cares of this world) you 
will - a 


2 

: Sir JAMES, LYDIA. 

Tou cannot in any thing oblige us ſo 8 
Sir ROBERT. | 


That inal I haveto ak of you or the world. 
| nd 


FINIS. 


: 


Doors n KE-ARSLY, 


At No. 46, near mee, in Fleet-ftreet : 
. D s GUIDE. 
; 'H1s 8 2 
1 Or ie b 


— — — 
dinaries, places of © — 
EC h 
1 9641 i 4 THE > ; 1 

4 F O UA or HOLLAND 


Doren Br avavr, the Avs7 di Neth en-/ 
LANDs, and part of Francez _. :! 


In — is included, aibseairries of Pans, and 
_ its environs, 


; USEFUL HIN S 
Io thoſe who make the TOUR of FRANCE. 
1 i ſeries of letter: written from that Kingdom 
| "By PHILIP THICKNESSE, Eſq. 
Theſe letters (none of which were ever publiſhed be- 
fore) contain ſome acccunt of the interior police in ge- 
neral, and Paris in particular. With a conſiderable num- 
ber of entertaining anecdo es, relative to the -firſt perſon- 
1 


ies wh 7 which may be had ſeparate 


or puke will enjble travellers to make 
the wer, pre got — as they con- 


tain thin the attention 3 
e attended to, the 
ſeandalous impoſi tions ſo often by the publicans 
on the continent. 


tit The laſt article only was written by Mr. Thicknefle, 


